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But when the lover, with his pray’rs, = 
His oaths, his fighs, his vows, and tears, 
Holds out the profferr’d treafure ; 
She quite forgets her fear and fhame, 
And quits her virtue, and good name, 
For profit mixt with pleafure. ° 


So virtuous Pulteney, who had long, 

By fpeech, by pamphlet, and by fong, 
Held patriotifin’s fleerage, 

Yields to ambition mixt with gain, 

A treafury. gets for * Harry Vane, 
And fer himfelf a peerage. 


Tho’ with joint lives and debts before, 
Hariy’s eflate was covered o’er, 
This Irith place repairs it ; 
Uniefs that ftory fhould be true, 
‘That he receives but half his due, 
And the new Countefs shares it. 


"Tis faid, befides, that t’other {j Harry q 
” Pays half the fees of Secretary ee 
‘To Bath’s ennobled doxy ; 
Tf fo—good ufe of pow’r fhe makes, 
The Treafury of each kingdom takes, 
And holds them both by proxy, 
& Made Vice-Treafurer of Ireland, : 


Ff Hensy Furnefe, made Sepretary to the Treafiry, Se . 
. ‘ Whilft 


C71. 


Whitt hérWear Lord obeys his fummons, 
And leaves the noify Houfe of Commons, 
. Amongft the Lords to nod; oT, 
Where, if he’s better than of old, - 
His hands perhaps a ftick may hold, 
But never more a rod, < 


Unheard of, let him flumber there, ., 
As innocent as any peer, ; & 
____ As prompt for any job: : 
For now he’s popular no more, F 
Has loft the power he had before, uy 
"And his beft friends the mob. e 
« 


’ Their fav’rites thou’dn’t foar fo high, 
They fail em when too near the fky, 
‘Like Icarus’s wings ;° 
And popularity is fuch, * 
7: (As fill is ruin’d by the touch, 
Of gracious-giving kings. 


«Here then, O Bath! thy empire ends, . 
Argyll with his Tory friends * 
Soon better days reftore ; 
For Enoch’s fate and thine are one, 
Like him tranflated thou art gone, 
Ne’er to be heard of more, 


£3] 


ANEW ODE 


TOA GREAT NUMBER OF GREAT MEN, 
NEWLY MADE. BY THE SAME 


« Jam nova progenies. 


SEE,.a new progeny defcends 
‘rom Heav’n, of Britain’s trueft friends s 
Oh Mofe, attend my call! 
To one of thefe digedt thy flight, 
Or, to be fure that we are right, 
Direét it to them all. 


O Clio! thefe are golden times 5 

{ thall get money for my rhymes ; 
And thou no more ¥o tatter’d s 

Make hafle then, lead the way, begin, 


’ For here are people jut come in 


‘Who never yet were flatter’d. 


But firkt to Carteret fain you'd fings 
Indeed he’s neareft to the King, 

- Yet carelefs how you ufe him ; 
Give him, 1 beg, 20 Jabour’d lays $ 
He will but promife if you praife, 
“and Jaugh if you abufe him. * : 


* 


Then 


C9 J: 
Then (but there’s a vat {pace betwixty 
The new-made Earl of Bath comes next, 
~* Stiff in his popular pride ; 
His ftep, his gait, defcribe the man 3 
They paint him better than I can, 
Waddling from fide to fide. 


Each hour a different face he wears, 
Now in a fury, now in tears, 
Now laughing, now in forrow; 
Now he'll command, and now obey, 
~ Bellows for liberty to-day, - ov 
Andgoars for pow’r to-morrow, 


At noon the Tories had him tight, 
With ftauncheft Whigs he fupp’d at night, 
Each party try’d to've won him : 
But he himfelf did fo divide, A 
Shuffled and cut from fide to fide, 
That now both parties fhun him, 


See yon eld, dull, important * Lord, 
Who at the long’d-for money-board 

Sits firft, but does not lead: * 
His younger brethren all things make ¢ 
So that the Treafury’s like a inake, . 

And the tail moves the head, 

ee ® Lord Wilmington, ' 
B3 se why 
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Why did you crofs God’s good intent ? 
He made’you for a Prefident ; 
Back to that ftation go: 
yer longer adt this farce of power, 
e know you mifs’d the thing before*, 
And have not got it now. 


See valiant Cofham, valorous Stair, 
Britain’s two thunderbolts of war, 
~ Now ftrike my ravifh’d eye: 
. But oh! their itrength and fpirits flown, * 
: They, like their’onquering fwords, are grown 
Rufty with laying by. , 3 


§ Dear Bat, I’m glad you’ve got a place, 

And fince things thus have chang’d their face, 
You'll give oppofing o’er: 

*Tis comfortable to be in, : 

And think what a damn’d while you've been, . 
Like.-Pcter, at the door, . 


* Upon the aceeffion of George Tf, when it was the defign of 
tug Court to encreafe the Civil Lik, Lord Wilmington, who wad 
Prefident of the Council, was offered the Treafury, ‘if he would 
undertake that meafure. His Lordfhip was afraid: upon which 
Sir Robert Walpole accepted the poft, with that condition, and 
performed his promife. 


§ The firft Lord Bathurft, appointed Captain of the Band of 


Penfoners. : 
See 
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See who comes next—I kifs thy hands, 
But not in flattery, * Samuel Sandys ; 
«For fince you are in power, 

That gives you knowledge, judgment, parts, 

The courtier’s wiles, the ftatefman’s arts, 
OF which you'd none before. 

When great impending dangers thook* 

Its feate, old Rome diétators took 
Judicioufly from plough: 

So-we, (but a pinch thou knoweft) 

To make the higheft of the loweft, 
Th’ Exchequer gave to you. 


When in your hands the feals yon found, 
Did they not make your brains go round ? - 
Did they not turn your head? > * 

T fancy (but you hate a joke} 
You felt as Nel} did when the woke 
In Lady Loyerule’s bed. 


See Harry Vane in pomp appear, 
And, fince he’s made Vice-Treafurer, 
“Grown taller by fome inches; 


* Made Chancellor of the Exchequer. z 


By. See 


Tre] 


See * Tweedale follow. t Carteret’s calf; 
. See Hanoverian || Gower, and all 
The black funereal § Finches. 


And Jee with that important face 

Berenger’s clerk, to take his place, 
Into the Treafury come: 

With pride and meannefs act thy part, 

"Thou look’{t the very thing thou art, 
‘Thou Bourgeois Gentilhomme. 


Oh my poor country } is this alf 

You've gain’d by the long labour’d fall 
Of Walpole and his tools ? 

He was a knave indeed—what then ? 

He'd parts—but this new fet of men 
A’n't only knaves, but fools. 


More changes, better times this ifle »- 

Demands: oh! Chetterfield, Argyll, | 
‘To bleeding Britain bring ’em: 

‘Unite all hearts, appeafe each ftorm $ 

*Yis yours fuch aétions to perform, 
My pride thall be to fing ’em, 


* Secretary of State for Scotland, 
* f Secretary of State for England. 
§ Lord Privy Seale 
& Fixit Lord of the Admiralty, Vice Chamberlain, &ce x 
AN 


Ko 7 
AN ODE, 


RUMELY INSCRIBED TO THE RIGHT HONOWRABEE. 
WiLLIAM EARL OF BATH, 


BY THE SAMEs 


Neque enin lex jufior ulla, 
Quam necis artifices arte perite fide 


Parcius juntas quatiunt feneftras 
Adtibus crebris juvenes provera ; 
Nee tibi formnos adimunt ; amatque 
Fanua limens Z : 
be, &e, Ese, Hor, Lib. I, Odexxy; 


Grear Earl of Bath, your reign is o'er; 
The Tories truft your word no more, 
The Whigs no longer fear you; 
Your gates are feldom now unbarr’d, 
No crouds of coaches fill your yard, 
And fcarce a foul comes near your 


Few now afpire to your good graces, 
Scarce any fue to you for places, 
Or come with their petition, 
To tell how well they have deferv’d,, 
How long, how fleadily they flarv’d = * 
For you in oppofition, 


EL Ses mts oo 





t in this country ‘tis a truth, 
nown as that love follows y 
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‘Such is the calm of your retreat ! 
You through the dregs of life mutt fweat. 
Beneath this heavy load ; 
And T’ll attend you, as I’ve done, 
Only to help reflection on, 
With now and then an ode. 


THE $TATESMAM 


BY THE SAMEe 


Quem virum, aut heroa, lyra, vel acré 
Tibia fumes celebrare, Clio? : 
Quem deum ? Ge Hor. Lib. Ti Ode xiis 


Whar ftatefman, what hero, what king,” « 
Whofe name through the ifland is {pread, 
‘Will you chufe, O my Clio! to fing, 
Of all the great, living or dead ? 


Go, my Mufe, from this place to Japan, 
In fearch of a topic for rhyme: 
‘The great Earl of Bath is the man, 
Who deferves to employ your whole times 


But, howe’er, as the fubject is nice; 
And perhaps you’re unfurnifh’d with matter, 
May it pleafe you to take my advice, 
That you maynggipe fufpected to flatter. 
Bo When 
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When you touch on: his Lordthip’s high birth, 
Speak Latin as if you were tipfy +. 

Say, we are all the fons of the earth, 
Et genus non fecimus ipf. 


‘Proclaim him as rich as a Jews 
Yet attempt not to reckon his bounties. 
You may fay, he is married ;. that’s true: 
Yet fpeak not a word of his Counteds. 


Leave a blank here and there in each page 
To enrolk the fir deeds-of his youth!” 
When you mention the aéts of his age, 
Leave a blank for his honour and truth? 


Say, he made a great monarch change hands: 
He fpake —and. the minifter fell. 

Say, he made a great flatefman of Sandys 3 3. 
(Oh! that he had taught him to {pen"l) 


Then enlarge on his cunning and wit: 
Say, how he harangu’d at the Fountain 5 
Say, how the old patriots were bit, 
' And a moufe was produc’d by a mountain. 


"Then fay, how he mark’d the new year, 
By encreafing our taxes, and ftocks : 
Then fay, how he chang’d to a peer, 
Fit companions ‘for Edgcumbe and Fox. . 


A NEW 
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"A NEW ODE, 


BY THE SAME. 


Quis multa gracilis te puer in rofa 
Perfufus liquidis urget odoribus 
Grato, Pyrrba, fub antro? 
‘ Hor, Lib, I, Ode ve 
‘WHAT (good Lord Bath) prim patriot now 
With courtly graces woes thee? 
And from St. Stephen’s Chapel to 
The Houfe of Lords purfues thee ? 


How gay and-debonnair you’re grown! 
How pleas’d with what is paft t 

Your title has your judgment fhewn,. 
And choice of friends your tafte. 


With fparkling wits to entertain 
Yourfelf and your good Countefs,. 
You've hit on feet lip’d Harry Vane,. 

And high bred Harry Furnefe. 


But to direct the affairs of ftate, 
What geniufes you’ye taken ! 

‘Their talents, like their virtués, great 
Or all the world’s miftaken, 


fw y* 
Whe tak was fomething hard, ’tis truey 
‘Which you had on your hands; 
_ So, to pleafe prince and people too, 
You wifely pitched on Sandys. 


© Britain! never any thing” 

Could fo exactly hit you: 
His mien and manners charin’d the king, 
. His parts amaz’d the city. 


But to make all things of a piecey | 
And end as you begun ; : 
To find a genius fuch as his, 
‘What was'there to be done?’ 


© where—where were he to be found? 
Such flars but rare appear ! 

Dart not their rays on evry ground, 
Gild ev’ry hemifphere, 


But you with aftronomic eyes, 
Not Tycho Brahe’s more true, 

From far fpy’d fome bright orbs arife,- 
And brought them to our view. 


Sir John’s clear head and fenfe profound. 
Blaz’d out in parliament ; 
Gibbons, for eloquenee renown’ds 
‘To grace the counggras fent.- 
® Sir John Ruthoatt 


“‘toag J 
To thefe congenial fouls you join’d 
Some more, as cheice and proper,, 
Bright Bootle, darling of mankind! 
Good Limerick—and:fage Hooper. 


Such virtue and fuch wifdom fthone 
In ev’ry chofen fpirit ! 

All men at leat this truth muft own; 
Your nice regard to merit ! 


What pray’rs and praife to you Belong; 
For this bleft reformation! 

Thou joy of ev’ry heart and tongue !: 
Thou faviour of the nation !' 


© Walpole, Walpole, bluth for fhame 
With all your tools around you! 

Does not,each glorious patriot name 
Quite dazzle and confound you ? 


Had you fought out this patriot race,. 
Triumphant ftill you’d been ; 

By only putting them in place, 
You had yourfelf kept in, 


AN 


[ 2 J: 
AN ODE, 

ROM THE ZARL OF BATH TO AMBITIONS 
BY. THE SAME 


Peccat ad extremum ridendus. 


AWAY, Ambition ! let me reft ; 
All party rage forfake my breatt, 
And oppofition ceafe. 
Arm me no more for future firife, 
. Pity my poor remains of life, 
And give my age its peace. 


Y’m not the mar you knew before, 
For I am Pulteney now no more, ‘5 
My titles hide my name, 
(Ob how I blufh to own my cafe!) 
. My dignity was my difgrace, 
And I was rais‘d-to fhame. 


"Fo thee I facrific’:| ny youth, 

Gave up my honour, friendfhip, truth, 
My king anc country’s weal. 

For thee I fian’d againit my reafon ; 

The daily lie, the weekly treafon, 
Proclaim’d by zeal, 


re 
‘For thee I ruin’d Orford’s pow’s 
Oh! had I well employ’d that hour, 
My reign had known no end: 
But then, (oh fool !) like Brutus, I 
Left able, pow*rful Antony, 
' T’avenge his fallen friend. * 


He drives me to this abject ftate, 
And ftill-he urges on my, fate, 

And heaps my meafure full: . 
All Orford’s wrongs ave now repaid 
i'm fall’n into the pit I made, 

And roar in my own bull. 


Leave me, and to great Varus go, 

On him refiitlefs fmiles beftow, 
Inflame his kindled heat : 

Difplay thy pow’r, thy temptings thew, 

Thy glorious height, the funny brow, 
With all that charm and cheat. 


Varus, on whom, while yet a chifa, : 
You, Goddefs, favourably fmil’d, 
And form’d him for your tool 5 
Bid him the path of Greatnefs try, 
‘Teach him to conquer or to dies 
To ruin, or to rule. 
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Here all my views of gfeatnefs ceafe, 
I only afk content and peace, 
"Which I will never barter 
For all the gifts that you can fhow’rs_ 
The pride of wealth, the pomp of pow 
Employments' and a garter. “~ : 


But at that word what thoughts return £ 
Again I feel Ambition burn, ~ 
My dreams, my hopes obey ; 
There all my withes crown'd I feely 
Enjoy the ribband, treas’ry, feal, 
Which vanith with the day. + 


“SANDYS AND JEKYLL 
: a NEW BALLAD, 
< BY THE SAME 
Ob fupuit feterunique comes ViRe., 
"Twas at the filent, folemn hour, 
When night and morning meet, 
In glided Jekyll’s grimly ghoft, 
And ftood at Sandys’s feet. 
His face was like a winter’s day; 
Clad in November’s frown ; 


And clay-cold was his fhrivel’d hand, 


That held his tuck’d-up gown. - ot . 
: . Sandys 
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quak’d with fear, th’ effecasf guilt, 
Whom thus the fhade befpoke ; 
And with a mournful, hollow -voice, 
The dreadful filence broke, 


© ‘The night-owl thrieks, the raven croaksy 
-The midnight bell now tolls; 

Behold thy late departed friend, 
‘The Mafter of the Rolls! 


And tho’ by Death’s prevailing hand 
My form may alter’d be; 

Death cannot make fo great a change, 
As times have wrought in thee. 


"Think of the part you’re acting, Sandys, 
And think where it will end ; 
‘Think you have made a thoufand foes, 
_ And have not gain’d one friend. 


Oft haft thou faid, our caufe waa good, 
Yet you that caufe forfook ; ~» 

Oft againft places haft thou rail’d, 
And yet a place you took, 


°Gainft thofe how often haft thou fpoke, 
With whom you now affent! 
The court how oft haft thou abus’d, 


And yet to court you went 
Tt 


[ 24}. 
How could you ite for war with Span 
Yet make that war to ceafe ? 
How could you weep for England’s debts, 
Yet make thofe debts increafe ? 


’ How could you fwear your country’s good 
Was all your with, or fear? 
And how couldI, old doating fool, 
Believe you was fihtefe’> ** 


Thou art the canfe why I appear 
(From blifsful regions drawn) ; 

Why teeming graves catt up their dead, 
And why the church-yards yawn, 


Is owing all to thee, thou wretch! 
The bill thou haft browght in’ 
Opens this mouth, tho’ clos’d by Death, 
To thunder again Gin, 


If of good-nature any fpark 
Within theeliftou canit find, 

Regard the meflage that I bring, 
Have mercy on mankind! 


But oh! from thy relentlefs heart, 
The horrid day I fee, 
_ When thy mean hand fhall overturn 
The good defign’d by me. 
- 2 : Riot 
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Riot and flaughter once again 
Shall their career begin, 
And every parifh fuckling babe 
Again be nurs’d with Gin. 


The foldiers from each cellar drunk. 
Shall fcatter ruin far ; 
Gin fhall intoxicate them, and 
Let flip thofe dogs of war. 


This proves thee, Sandys, thy country’s foeg 
And Defolation’s friend. 
What can thy project be in this ? 
« And what can be thy end? 


Is it, that, confcious of thy worth, F 
Thy fenfe, thy parts, thy weight, 

“Thou know’ft this nation muft be drunk 
Ere it can think thee great ? 


Tao high, poor wren! haft thou been borne 
On Pulteney’s eagle wings: 

Thou wert not form’d for great affairs, 
Nor made to talk with kings. 


But where’s thy hate to court and pow’r, 
Thy patriotifm, Sandys? 
Think’ft thou that gown adorns thy thape, 
That purfe becomes thy hands ? ee 


{ 26.) 


As when the foxpon the ground 
A tragic matk efpy’d, 

Oh! what a {pacious front is here ! 
But where’s the brains ? -hecry’d. 


~ So thou a Lord of Treafury 
And Chancellor art made ; 
Sir Robert’s place, and robe, and feal, 
Thou haft; but where’s his head ? 


‘Thou'rt plac’d by far too high in vain 
To keep your pot -yau-ttrive ; 

In vain, like Phaeton, attempt 
A chariot you can’t drive, 


Each aét you do, betrays your parts, 
And tends to your undoing ; 

Each fpeech you make your dulnefs fhews, 
And certifies your ruin, ; : 


Think not like oaks to ftand on high, 
And brave the ftorms that blow ; 

But, like the reed, bend to thejgarth, 
And, to be fafe, be low. 


Poor in thyfelf, each party’s joke, 
Each trifling fongfier’s {port, 
Pelham fupports thee-in the Houfe, 


The Earl of Bath at Court. , 
Thefe 


C27) 


. Thefe are the men, that pufh theggon 
. In thy own nature’s fmite ; 
So, like the moon, if thou could’ft thine 
’Twould be by borrow’d light. 


But foft, I fcent the morning air, 
The glow-worm pales his light; 
Farexvel, remember me, it cry’d, 
And vanifh’d out of fight.” 


Sandys trembling rofe, frighted to death, 
Of knowledge quite bereft, 

And has, fince that unhappy night, 
Nor fenfe, nor mem’ry left, 


GILES EARLE, 
; AND 


+GEORGE BUBB DODDINGTON, 
ESQRS« 


A DIALOGUE. 
BY THE SAME. 
E. My. dear Pall-Mall, I hear you're got in favour, 


And pleafe the Duke by your late damn’d beha- 
viour 5 


* Chairman of the contefted elections. 2 
+ Created Lord Melcombe in the firft batch of Peers by Geo. HT. 


Spee os, 


[ 28 ] 
L live with Walpole, you live at his Grace’s, 
And thus, thank Heav’ ny we have exchang’d our 
places. 


Dd Yes, on the great Argyll I often wait, 
At chaming Sudbrook, or in Bruton-ftreet 3 
In wit or politics, he’s good at either ; 
We pafs our independent hours together. 


£. By G—d that’s heavenly: fo in town you talk, 
And round thagroves at charming Sudbrook walk, 
- And hear the cuckow, and the linnet fing ; 
L—d G--d! that’s vaftly pleafant in the {pring.. 


D. Dear witty Marlbro’-ftreet, for once be wife, 
Nor happinefs, you never knew, defpife : 
You ne’er enjoy’d the triumph of difgrace, 
Nor felt the dignity of lofs of place, 


E. Not loft my place! yes, but I did, by G—d, 
_ ‘Tho’ your defcription of it’s very odd : 
J felt no triumph, felt no dignity ; 
Tery’d, and fo did all my farejéy. 


D. What, thed a tear becaufe you loft your place ? 
Sure thou’rt the loweft of the loweft race: 
Gods! is there not in politics a time, 

‘When keeping places is the greateft crime ? 


E. Yes, 
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E, Yes fure, that dodtrine I hav __ éarnt loirg fines 
T once refign’d my place about the Prince: 
But then I did it for a better thing, 
And got by that the Green Cloth ta the King: 


D: Thou haft no tafte to popular sifitante; 
Who follow thofe that join in virtue’s caufe + 
Argyll and I am prais’d by every tongue, 
The burden of each free-born Britith fong. 


E. You, and the’Duke, @ye _ _ tyou’re popular? 
By G—d they lye that tefl yow that you are: 
Great Walpole now has got the Nation’s voice, 

~ The people’s idol, and their monarch’s choice. 


D. When the excife fcheme fhall no more be blam’d; 
When the convention fhall no more be nam’d ; 
‘Then fhall your Minifter, and not till then, 

Be popular, with unbrib’d Englifimen. 


£. The excife, and the convefition! d—~n your 
; b——4, 
You voted for Hem both, and thought them goods 
Or did not ike the triumph of difgrace, 
And gave up your opinion, not your place. 





‘D, To freedom and Argyll I turn my eyes ; 
i For them I feel, by them 1 hope to rife ; 
+ Vow. We c And 
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And after years in ignominy fpent, 
‘T own my crime, and blufh, and dare repent. 


E, Sir, of repentance there’s one charming kind, 
And that’s the voluntary only, and refign’d: 
Your’s is a damn’d, relu€tant, forc’d repentance, 
A Newgate malefactor’s after-fentence ; : 
Who fighs, becaufe he’s loft the power to fin, 

As you repent, that your no longer in. 
But fince we're rhyming, for once pray hear me, 
‘While I like other poets, prophefy. 
Whenever Wa'pole dies, and not before, 
Then may Argyll come into pow’: ; 
And when he has been paid hie long arreary 
’ And got once more goool. a year, 
‘When ev'ry Campbell that attends his Grace, 
Shall be return’d to parliament and place 
When ev'ry Scotchman in his train is ferv’d, 
An Englithman may chance to be preferr’d, 
This is a truth, Hggrow it to my coft 5 
He beft can tell it who has felt it moft, 


THE. 
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THE HEROES: 
A NEW BALLAD, 


To the Tune of ——Sally in our Alley. 





BY THE SAME, 


OF all the jobs that e’er had paft 
Our honfe, fince times of jobbing, 

Sure none was ever like the lat, 
Ev’n in the days of Robin: 

‘For he himfelf had bluth’d for fhame 
At this polluted clutter, 

Of fifteen nobles of great fame, : 

. All brib’d by one falfe mufter. - 


Two Dukes on horfeback firft appear, 
Both tall and of great prowefs ; 
‘Two little Barons in the rear, 
(For they’re, you know the loweft :) 
But high and tow they’ll all agree 
To do whatever man dar’d; 
Thofe ne’er fo tall, and thofe that fal’_ 
A foot below the @andard, 


Cs ' Three 
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Three regiments one Duke contents, 
With two more places you know ; 
Since his Bath knights, his Grace delights 

In Triva jun in U-no. . 
‘Now Bolton comes with beat of drums, 
‘Tho’ fighting be his loathing ; 
He much diflikes both guns and pikes, 
But relithes the cloathing. 


Next doth advance, defying France, . 

ri A peer in wond’rous buftle ; 

‘With {word in hand he ftout doth fland, ” 
And brags his name is Ruffel: 

He'll beat the French from ev'ry trench, 
And blow them off the water 5 

. By fea and land he doth command, 

And looks an errant otter. 


But of this clan, there’s not a man 
For bravery thattcan be 
(Tho? An... fou d make a ftir) 
Compar’d with Marquis Gianby: 
His fword and drefs both well exprefs 
His courage moft exceeding 3 
” And by his hair, you'd almott {wear 
. He's valiant Chaules of Sweden. 


The 
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The next are Harcourt, ‘Halifax, 
And Falmouth, choice commanders ¢ 
For thefe the nation we muft tax, 
But ne’er fend them to Flanders. 
Two corps of men do ftill remain, 
Earl Cholmondely’s and Earl Berkeley’s $ 
“The laft, I hold, not quite fo bold, & , 
As formerly was Herc’les. 


And now, dear Gower, thou man of pow’r, 
And comprehenfive noddle ; 
Tho’ you’ve the gout, yet as you’re ftout, 
Why wa’n’t you plac’d in faddles 
‘Then you might ride to either fide, 
Chufe which king you'd ferve under; 
But, dear dragoon, change not too foon, . 
For fear of t’other blunder, 


‘This faithful band fhall ever ftand, 
Defend our Faith’s Defender 5 

Shall keep us free from popery, 

«nw. .The French and the Pretender. 

Now God blefs all our Miniftry ; 

+ May they the Crown environ, 

To hold in chain whate’er prince reign, 
And rule with rods of iron! 


C3 - ISABELLA ; . 
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ISABELLA; ox, THE MORNING. 
BY THE SAME. 


THE ARGUMENT * 

The Duchefi of Manchejer is reprefented as rifing from : 
breakfai? with ber parrot, monkey, and lap-dog—— 
Dicky Bateman comes in with a Staffordfbire teapot, 
avith which the Duchefi is charmedi-—-——a fmile 
She makes a fine fpeech upon the occafion, which 
is broken eff by General Charles Churchill's coming 
in———His charaéker ——His firft Jpeech —-—The 
Duchefs fhews Lim the teapote—— She tells him of 
fre-works to be fold at Margus’s, which gives him an 
opportunity of tlling a frory of fome he faw in Flan- 
ders, Et app: ‘ars from the very beg:nning of the flory 
shat it could have no end. It is broken off by the ene ~ 
trance of Charles Stankopem—A-fuile on, his coming 
inveeHis charaéler as a companion—-He gives an ac« 
count of a polypus. ‘The Duchefs long for a polypus. 
Both the Charles's fall ffi aflep, on each fide of the 
Duchefs. Contraf? between Sufanna and the two 
Elders——The whole company roufed by Lord LovelPs 
coming into the roont. —His charadern—He taiks of 
the cpera, of Che fer fie ‘dand Fanay* —~Lady Fanny's 
looks owing ‘to love———The General begins the flory 


. # Lady Fe Shirky. 


of? 
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of Mii How. The company’s difmay deferibed at th, 
General’s beginning a ftory—The clock frrikés threes 
The Duchefi rings to drefi—The company rifeswm 
Tie departure of the company deferibed, 


In various tah the inftruBive heu-s they paff —NiLt+ 
THE monkey, lap-dog, parrot, and her Grace, ° 
Had each retir’d from breakfatt to their place, 
When,hark, a knock! ‘* See,Betty, fee who’s there.” 

ee ’Tie Mr. Bateman, Ma’ain, in his new chair.” 
=-Dicky’s new chair! the charming’ thing in town, 
* Whofe poles arelacker’d,and whotelining’s brown!” 
But fee, he enters with his fhoffling gait; 
*¢ Lord,” fays her Grace, * how could you be y 

late !” - 

. I'm forry, Madam, I have made you wait,” .. 
Bateman reply’d; ‘ Lonly aid to bring 
‘+ ‘The neweft, charming’it, moft delightful thing !” 

Ob tell me what’s the curiofity ! 

“ Oh! thew it me this inftant, or.J die!” 

To pleafe the noble dame, the courtly {quire 
Pruduc’d a teapot, made in Staffordthire : 
With eager eyes the longing Duchefs {tood, 
And o’er and o’er the fhining bauble view’d. 
Such were the joys touch’d young Atrides’ breaft, 
Such all the Grecian hott at once expreft, 
When from beneath his robe—to all their view, 
Laertes’ fon the fam’d Palladium drew, 

C4 So 
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$o Venus look'd, and with fuch longing eyes, 
When Paris firtt produc’d the golden prize. 
‘Such work as this,” the cries, * can England do? 
It equals Drefden, and excells St. Cloud : 
“All modern china now thall hide its head, 
And een Chantilly muft give o'er the trade, 
For lace let Flanders bear away the bell, 
In fineft linen Jet the Datcti excels 
For prettieft fluffs let Ireland now be nam'd, 
And for bett fancy’d filks let France be fam’d 3 
Do thou, thrice happy England ! fill prepare 
This clay, and build thy fame on earthen-ware.” 


_ Much fhe’d have faid, but that again. fhe heard 
The knocker—and the General appréar'd, 


The Gen’tal ! one of thofe brave old commanders, 

. Who ferv’d through all the glorious wars in Flanders 3 

Frank and good-natur’d, of an honeft heart, 

Loving to aét the fteady friendly part : 

None led through youth a gayer life than he, 

Chearful in converfe, fmart in repartee : 

Sweet was his night, and joyful was his day x 

He din’d with Walpole, and with Oldfield lay : 

But with old-age its vices came along, 

And in narration he’s extremely long ; 

Exact in circumftance, and nice in dates, 


He each minute particular relates. ~ : a 
If 
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If you name one of Marlbro’s ten campaigns, 
He tells you its whole hiftory for your pains 5 
And Blenheim’s field becomes, by his reciting, 
‘As long in telling as it was in fighting: 
His old defire to pleafe is ftill exprefs’d ; 
His hat’s well cock’d, his periwig’s well dre: 
_ He rolls his ftockings fill, white gloves he wears, 
And in the boxes with the beaux appears? 
His eyes through wrinkled corners caft their rays 5 
Still he looks chearful, ftill foft things he fays 5 
And (till rememb’ring that he once was young, 
He ftrains his crippled knees and ftruts along. 
The room he entered /miling 3 which befpoke 
Some worn-out compliment, or thread-bare joke, 
(For not perceiving lofs of parts, he yet 
Grafps at the thade of his departed wit.) 
« How does your Grace? I hope I fee you wells 
‘What 2 prodigious deal of rain has fell ! 
‘Will the fun never let us fee his face? 
But who can ever want a fun that fees your Grace |” 


* Your fervant, Sir—but fee what 1 have got ! 
Isn’t it a prodigious charming pot? 
And a’n’t you vafily glad we make them here, 
For Dicky got it out of Staffordthire. 
See how the charm ing vine twines all about 2 
Lord! what a handle !—Jefus! what a fpout ! 
> Cs ‘ And 
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And that old Pagog, and that charming-child ! 
If Lady Townfhend faw them the’d be wild !” 


To this the Gen’ral anfwer’d, “* Who would not? 
Lord! where could Mr. Bateman find ‘this pot ? 
‘Dear Dicky, couid’n’t you get one for me ? 

I want fome ufeful china mightily ; } 
Two jars, two beakers, and a pot pourrie.” 


** Oh, Mr. Churchill, where d’ye think T’ve been ? 
At Margus’s, and there fuch fire-works feen. 
So very pretty, charming, odd, and new ; 
' And, Taflure you, they’re right India too ! 
‘Yvg bought them all, there’s not oue left in town 5 
And if you was to fee them you would own 
You never faw uch fire-works any where.” 
——** Oh, Madam, J mutt beg your pardon there,” 
The Gen’ral cry’d, “ for *twas in the year ten— 
No, let me recolleét, it was not then; 
"Twas then year eight, I think, for then we lay 
Encamp’d with all the army near Cambray—— 
Yes, yes, I’m fure l'm right by one event, 
We fupp’d together in.Cadogan’s ten t, 
Meredith, Lamley, and poor Geo, Grove, 
And merrily the bumpers round we drove : 
Marlbro’s health we drank confounded hard; 
For he’d juit beat the French at Oudenarde ; 
And - 
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And Lord Cadogan then had got by chance, 
"The beit champaign that ever came from Frances 
And ’twas no wonder that it was fo good, 
For fome dragoons had feiz’d it on the raad 5 
And they were told from, thofe they took it from, 
Jt was defign’d a prefent for Vendofme.. 
So we’—But fee another Charles’s face | 
Cut fhort the Gen’ral, and relieves her Grace. 


So, when one crop-fick parfon, in a dofe, 
Is reading morning fervice through his nofe, 
Another in the pulpit ftraight 2 appears, 
Claiming the tir’d-out congregation’s oihty . k 
And with a doller fermon ends their pray "Tse 
For this old Charles is full as dull as ’tothers 
Bavius to Meevius was not more a brother: 
From two defects this talk no joy affords, 
Fyom want of matter, and from want of words. 


* &€ Thope,” fays he, *¢ your: Grace is well to day, 
And caught no‘ cold by venturing to the play.” 
*€ Oh, Sir, Pm mighty well—won’t you fit down ? 
Pray, Mr. Stanhope, what’s the news in town? feo 


“ Madam, I know of none; but l’m juft come 
. From feeing a curiofity at home : 
*Twas fent to Martin Folkes, as being rare, 
, And he and Dafguliers brought it there: 
C6 It’s 
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It’s call’d apohpus.”"—*What’s that ?”—*A creature, 
The wonderful’ft of all the works of Nature: : 
. Hitherit came from Holland where "twas caught 
(I thould not‘fay it came, for it was brought :) 
To-morrow we're to have it at Crane-court ; 
And 'tis a reptile of fo ftrange a fort, 
‘That if tis cut in two, it,is not dead 5 ~ 
Its head thoots out a tail, its tail a head s 
‘Take out it’s middle, and obferve its ends, 
Here a head rifes—there a tail defcends ; 
Or cut off any part that you defire, 
That part extends, and makes itfelf entire + 
But what it feeds on ftill remains a doubt, 
Or how it generates is not found’ ont’: 
_ But at our board to-morrow ’twill appear, 
And then ’twill be confider’d and made clear. t 
For all the learned body will be there.” 


“ Lord,! I mut fee it, or I’m undone,” 
The Duchefs cry’d; * pray can®t you get me one? 
I never heard of fuch a thing before, . 
I long to cut it and make fifty more: 
_I'd have a cage made up in tafte for mine, 
And Dicky—you fhall give me a defign.” 


And Stanhope had not one more word to fay; 


But here the Gen’ral to a yawn gave way, t 
So ftretch’d on eafy chairs in apathy they lay ; 


And 


a 
And on each fide the Goddefs they ador’d, 
One Charles {at fpeechlefs, and the other fnor’d, 
When chafte Sufanna’s all-fabduing charms 
Made two old lovers languifh for her arms, 
Soon as her eyes had thaw’d the fro of age, 
Their. pafions qmournted into Inftful rages 
With brutal violence they attack’d ‘their preys 
And almoft bote the with’d-for prize awaye~ 


Hail, happy Duchefs! *ewixt two Elders plac’d, 
Whofe paffions brutal luft has ne’er difgrac’d : 
No warm expreffions make her blufhes rife, 
No ravifh’d kifs shoots lightning from your eyes? 


Let them but vifit you, they afk no more, 
Guiltlefs they'll gaze, and innocent adore ! 


But hark ! a louder knock than all before, 

«¢ Lord !” fays her Grace, “* they'll thunder down my 
door !” a 

Into the room fee, fweating Lovell break 
(The Duchefs rifes, and the Elders wake} 
Lovell,—the oddett charaéter in town ; 
A lover, ftatefman, connoiffeur, buifoon + 
Extraét him well, this is his quinteffence, 
Much folly, but more cunning, and fome fenfe 5 
‘To neither party is his heart inctin’d, i 


» 


He fteer’d through both with politics refin’d 5 


* Voted with Walpole, and within Pulteney din’d. . 
His 
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His Lordfhip makes a bow, and takes his feat, « 
Then opens with preliminary chat : 
*« I’m glad to fee your Grace—the Gen’ral too— 
** Old Charles, How is it? Dicky ! how d’ye do? 
‘© Madam, I hear that -you was at the play, 
“© You did not fay one word on’t yefterday ; 
** T went, who'd no engagement any where, 
¢ To th’opera,”’—‘* Were there many people there?” 
The Duchefs cry’d.—** Yes, Madam, a great many,” 
Says Lovell—‘* ther¢avas Chefterfield' and Fanny ; 
Tn that eternal whifper which begun 2 
Ten years ago, and never will be done: 
For tho’ you know he fees her ev’ry day, 
Still he has ever fomething new to fay : 
There’s nothing upon earth fo hard to me, 
As keeping up difcourfe eternally ; 
He never lets the converfation fall, 
And Pm fure Fanny can’t keep up the ball : 
I faw that her replies were never long, 
And with her eyes the anfwer’d for her tongue, 
Poor I! am fore’d to keep my diftance Aaw ; 
She won’t ev’n curt’fy if I make a bow.’ 





“Why, things’are ftrangely chang’d,” the Gen’ral 
ery’d, 
“ Ay, Fortune de la guerre,” my Lord repty’d : 
** Bur you and.{, Charles, hardly find things fo, 
, Aswe both did fome twenty years ago,” 
: “ And 
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‘6 And take off twenty years,” reply’d her Grace, 
« *Twould do no harm to Lady Fanny’s face: 
My Lord, you never-fee her but at night, 
By th’ advantageous help of candle-light, 
Drett ont with ev’ry aid that is adorning : 
Oh, if your Lordihip faw, her in a morning ! 
It is no more-than Fanny once fo fair ; 
No rofes bloom, no lilies flourith there 
But hollow eyes, and pale and faded cheek, 
Repentance, love, and difappointment Speak.” 


The Gen’ral found a lucky minute now 
Ro dpeaieca is Maem you did not know Mifs 
Vil tell you all her Hiftory,” he ery’d— 
At this Charles Stanhope gap’d extremely wide ; 
Poor Dicky fat on shoras, her Grace turn’d pale, 
And Lovell trembled at th’ impending tale. 
« Poor girl ! faith fhe was once extremely fair, 
Till, worn by love, and tortur’d by defpair, 
Her pining cheek betray’d her inward finart, 
Her breaking looks foretold her breaking heart. 
At Leicefter-houfe her paffion firft began, 
And Nanty Lowther was a pretty man: 
But when the Princefs did to Kew remove, 
She could not bear the abfence of her love ; 
Away the flew.”—But here the clock struck three 5 
«So did fome pitying deity decree: 
: The 
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The Duchefs rings to drefs—and fee her maid 
“With all the apparatus for her head ; 

Th’ adorning circle can.no longer ftay, 

Each rifes, bows, and goes his different way. 

To ancient Boothby’s ancient Churchill’s flown 3 
Home to his dinner Stanhope goes alone: 

Dicky to fatt with her, her Grace invites ; 

And Lovell’s coachman drives unbid to White’s. 

THE CONQUERED DUCHESS; 

AN ODE, " 
TO THE RIGHT HCNOURAELB HENRY FOX, 


ON THE MARRIAGE OF THE DUCHESS OF MAN= 
CHESTER TO EDWARD HUSSEY, ESQ, NOW LoaD 
BEAULIEU. a wire - 


BY THE SAME. 


CLI0, behold this charming day, 

The zephers blow, the fun looks gay, 
The fky one perfeét blue ; 

“Can you refufe at fuch a time, 

When Fox and J both beg for rhyme, 
To fing us fomething new ? 


The Goddefs fmil’d, and thus begun : 
l’ve got a pleafing theme, my fon, 


Vil fing the Conquer’d Duchefs 5 
. rit 
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Pil fing of that ifdainful fair, 
Who, “*fcap’d from Scotch and Englith fnare, 
Ie fait io Ivf clutches. 


Sunk is her pow’r, her- fway is o’er, 

She'll be no more ador’d, no more 
Shine forth the public cares 4 

Oh! what-e falling off is here, 

From her whofe frowns made wifdom fear, 
‘Whofe fcorn begot defpair ! y 


‘Wide was the extent of her commands, 
O’er fertile fields, o’er barren lands 
* She ftretch’d her haughty reign: + 
"The coxcomb, fool, and man of fenfe, 
Youth, manhood, age, and impotence, - 
‘With pride receiv'’d her chain, 


Here * Leicetter offer’d brutal love, 
Here gentle Cornbury gently ftrove 
With fighs to fan defire ; ‘ 
Here Churchill {nor’d his hours away, 
Here drowfy Stanhope every day 
Sat out her Grace’s fire. 


# Called Lord Lovell in the preceding poem, having been at 
the writing of this advanced to the title of Earl of Leicefter- 


Here 
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Here conftant Bateman too we faw 
Kneeling with reverential awe, 
T’adore his high-flown choice 3s 
Where you, my Fox, have figh’d whole days, . 
Forgetting king’s and people’s praife, 
Deaf to ambition’s voice,—— 


What cloaths you made! how fine you dreft! 
What Drefden china for her feat! 
; But Pil no longer teaze you; 
Yet *tis a truth you can’t deny, 
‘Tho’ Lady Caroliae.i¢ nigh," .. 
And does not look quite eafy, 


But careful Heaven defign’d her Grace 
For one of the Milefian race, 
On ftronger. parts depending ; 
Nature indeed denies them fenfe, 
But gives them legs and impudence, 
That beats all underftanding : 


Which to accomplith, Huffey came, 
Op’ning before the noble dame 
His honourable trenches ; 
Nor of rebukes or frowns afraid, 
He puth’d his way (he knew his trade), 
. And won the place by inches, 


Look 
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Look down, St. Patrick, with fuccefs 
Like Huffey’s all the Irith blefs, 
May they all do as he does ; 
And ftill preferve their breed the fame, 
Cast in his mould, made ip his frame, 
To comfort Englifh widows t 


AN ODE, 


ADDRESSED TO THE AUTHOR OF THE CONQUERED 
DUCHESS : 


IN ANSWER TO THAT CELEBRATED PRAY 
~ FORMANCE. 


RY EARL NUGENT. 


WHat clamour’s here about a dame 
Who, for her pleafure, barters fame! 
As if twere ftrange or new, 
That ladies fhould themfelves difgrace, 
Or one of the Milefian race 
A widow fhou’d purfue. 


She’s better fure than Scudamore, 
Who, while a Duchefs, play’d the whore, 
As all the world has heard $ 
Wier thar Lady Harriet tco, 
Whofe foolifh match inade fuch a do, 
- And ruia’d her and Beard, 
Yet 
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Yet the is gay as Lady Vane, : 
Who, thould fhe lit her am’rous train, 
Might fairly mana fleet ; 
Sprightly as Orford’s Countefs, the, 
And as the wanton Towntheud free, 
And more than both, difcreet, 


For fhe had patience firft to wed 
Before the took the man to bed! 
And can you fay that’s bad ? 
Like Diomede’s, your arrows rove; 
Like him you wound the Queen of Love, 
And may like him run mad, 


. There was, Sir Knight, there was a time, 
“Hf you invok’d your Mufe for rhyme, 
That all the world ftood gazings.. 
You fung us then of folks that fold 
Themfelves and country too for gold, 
Or fomething ae amazing : 


How Sandys, in fenfe, ana perfon queer, 
Jump’d from a patriot to a peer, 

No mortal yet knows why; 
How Pulteney truck’d the faire fame 
For a Right Honourable name 

To call his vixen by. 


How 
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How * Compton rofe when Walpole fell, 
*Twas you, and only you couldtell, | 
And all the foene difclos’d : 
How Vane and Rufhout, Bathurft, Gower, 
Were curs’d and ftigmatiz’d by power, 
‘And rais’d to be expos’d. 
‘ 
To heights like thefe your Mufe fhould fly, 
‘To others leave the middle fky, ; 
“Whofe wings are weak and flaggy = 
Leave thefe to fome young Foppington, 
Who takes yourdeavings, Woffington, 
And tunes his odes to Peggy- 


For you, who know the fex fo well, 
Mult own that women moft excell 
* when ruling, or when rul’d: 
While young, they others lead aftray $ 
When old; they ev’ry call obey, 

Still fooling, or befool’d.- 


Scheme upon fchem: ftill fucceed, 

They ev'ry coxcomb’s tale mutt heed, 
Until their brains grow muzzy + 

And tien by one falfe flep ’tis feen, 

How flight the diffrence is between 
The Duchefs and the Huffy. 


# Spencer Compton, Earl of Wilminzton, made Fis Lord of the 
Treafury, in the xeom of Sir Robert Walpvle. 


THE 
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THE RURALREFLECTIONS OFA 
WELCH POET, 


Srop, ftop, my fteed | hail, Cambria, hail, 
With craggy cliffs and darkfome vale, 
"May no rude fleps defile’em! 
Your Poet with a vengeance fent 
From London poft, is hither bent, 
To find a fafe afylum. 


Bar, bar the doors, exclude e’en Fear, 
Who prefs’d upon my horfe’s Tear, 
And made the fleet {till fleeter ; 
Here thall my hurried foul repofe, 
And, unditturb’d by Irith profe, 
Renew my lyric metre. > 


Thus Flaccus, at Philippi’s field, 
Behind him left his little fhield, 
And fculk’d in Sabine 
Had I not wrote that curfed"ode, © 
My coward heart I ne’er had thew’d, 
The jeft of every tavern; 


* The Author of the Conquered Duchefs, having, by that ode, 
excited the enmity of Mr. Huffey (now Lord Beaulieu), and being, 
by that gen:leman threatened with chaftifement, he lef Loauon 5 
which gave occafion to the aboye fatirical RefleAlen, a 


‘i Cs: ] 
Ye guardians of Mercurial men, : 
I boatt from you my fprightly pen, 
T rhyme by your direétion + 
Why did you partial gifts impart ? 
You gave a head, but gave no heart, 
No heart for head’s protection. 


Hence ‘tis my wit ontruns my ftrength, 
And feans each inch of Huffey’s length, 
His length of fword forgetting : 
Hence angry boys my rhyme provoke ; 

I ne’er (too ferious proves the joke) 
Can think on't without fweating. 


What the * Lieutenant once deny’d, 
My inaufpicious wit fupply’d, 
And fore’d me into ation $ 
To me, as to this fcribe indite, 
Hibernia’s fons——I cannot write, 
To give them fatisfaction. 


Fool, could I fing for ®fhers {port, 
The taking of the Duchefs’ Fort, 
And which the way to win her 
1, undifturb’d, my town enjoy’d, 
‘Then (Nero like) with fire deftroy’d, 
By fpringing mines within her. 
© Lord Lieutenant of Ireland. 
: : On! 
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Oh! had I fung fweet.roundelay; 
Great George’s birth, or tea ethio 
: As innocent as.Colly, 
Your other Pope, (oh hear, ye Nine !) 
He’d gladly all his odes refine, 
And fereen Kiméelf in folly. 


Ah! fince my fear has forc’d me hither, 

I feel no more that fweet blue weather 
The Mufes moft delight in; 

Dark and more dark each cloud impends, 

And ev'ry meflage from my friends 
Conveys fad hints of fighting. 


To harmlefs themes I'll tune my reed, 
Liften, ye lambkins, whilft you feed, 

Ye fhepherds, nymphs, and fountains : 
Ye bees, with foporiferous hums, 
Ye pendent goats, if Huffey comes, 

Convey me to your mountains. 


‘There may I fing fecure, noiFear - 

Shall pull the fongfter by the ear, 
T’advife me while I am writing : 

Or if my fatire will burft forth, 

rll Jampoon parfons in my wrath ; 
Their cloth forbids them fighting: 


Whene’« 
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Whene’er I think, can Williams brook 

To feulk beneath this lonely nook, 
And tamely bear what few will? 

Barcourt like Priam’s fon appears, 

Cries, as he fhakes his bloody ears, 
Beware of Irith duel ! 


T flutter like Macbeth! Arife 
Strange fcenes, and {wim before my eyes, 
Swords, piitols, bloody—fhocking ! 
Whale crouds of Irifh crofs my view, 
I feel th’ involuntary dew 
Run trickling down my ftocking. 


Sure fign how all’s within, I trow: 

Connel once fore’d fuch ftreams to flow, 
So dreadful he to meet is ; 

Should gentle Cornbury, Leicefter, B—h, 

Or drowly Stanhope wake in wrath, 
*Twould caufe a diabetes, 


Oh Patrick ! courage-giving faint, 
Reverfe my pray’r thon late didi grant, 
Or I’m for cver undone ! 
Ruit all their piitols, break their fwords, 
And if they’il tight it cat in words, 
Vil come again *o Londen. 


D TAR- 
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TAR-WATER, 


A BALLAD, 


FNSCRIBED TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE PHILIB 
EARL OF CHESTERFIELD, 


BY SIR CHARLES HANBURY WILLIAMS, K. B 


SINCE good mafter Prior, 
The tar-water "{quire, 
Without being counted to blame, 
Vulgar patrons hath fcorn’d, 
And his treatife adorn’d 
With the luitre of Chefterfield’s name 


Great Mecenas of arts! 
And al! men of parts, 
(Tho’ they’re not much the growth of the time,) 
T hope ’twill be meet 
To lay at your feet 
The fame lofty fubje& ia rhyme, 


Then come, let us fing! - 
Death, a fig for thy fling! 
J think we fhall ferve thee a trick; 
For the Bifhop of Cloyne 
Has at Jaft laid a mine, 2 
That will blow up both thee and Oli. 


Haye ~ 
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\ Great phyfician of flate! 
{Tho’ call’d in fo late 
; To atruly well-meant confultation), 
In this fever of war, 
Like the fpirit of tar, 
Thy f&ill muft preferve this poor nation, 


‘Tho’ now quite exhaufted, 
Her vitals all wafted; 

She’s as meagre and weak ae a lath; 
Yet we hope that thy art ; 
Vill recover each part, 

Without the affiftance of BATH. 


AN ODE 
TO SIR CHARLES HANBURY WILLIAMS, 


CCCASIONED BY THE PRECEDING ODE INSCRIBED 
TO LORD CHESTERFIELD, 


WHo's this? what! Hanbury the lyric? 
Changing his notes to panegyric, 
In fearful dread of fighting ? 
But tis in vain; for Hanbury wears, 
If * Cynthius won’t, he'll lug yc ur ears, - 
And make you leave off writice. 


© Cynehins aurem vellit GB almsnut, 


~ Think 


{ 7 F 
. Think you, becaule you bafely fled 
'To Saxony to hide your head, 
: On odes you ftill may venture # 
Or wipe off {candal left at home, 
. By meaaly daubing him, in whom 
All commendations centre ? 


No } Stanhope chufes thy abufe, 
. Detetting fuch a filthy mufe, 
‘Whofe very praife is fatire s 
Kor well he knows the worthlefs knight is 
“Jut fuch another as Therfites, 
Bor. bulk, abule,, and fature. 


“YF charg’d with courage man fhould be, 
(Like powder in artillery, 
Proportion’d to the barrel,) 
Can’ft thou, a blunderbufs fo largey 
With fcarce a pocket-piftol’s charge, 
Prefume to bounce or quarrel ? 


Then quit thefe dangerous trifling lays, 
With low abufe, or empty praife, 
Tis nonfenfe all and folly s 
Or, if you will be writ'ng odes, 
Which ev’ry mortal ‘1ere explodes, 
Write birth. sy odes for Colly. 


D3 There 
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_ Tre may you ftretch poetie wing, 
Sing peace or war, ‘* God blefs the King 
And all his meafures praife; - _, 
Then, fhould old Cibber chance to die, 
And Hanbury lets you come and try, 
Perhaps you'll get the bays. 


oD Ss 


ON THE DEATH OF MATZEL, A FAVOURITE 
BULL*FINCH. 


_ ADDRESSED TO MR, STANHOPE, TO WHOM THE. 
‘AUTHOR HAD GIVEN THE REVERSION OF 13 
WHEN HE LEFF DRESDEN. 


BY SIR CHARLES HANBURY WILLIAMS, 


I. 

Try not, my Stanhope, ’tis in vain, 
To ftop your tears, to hide your pain, 

Or check your honeft rage ; 
Give forrow and revenge their fc ‘pe, 
My prefent joy, your future hope, — 

Lies murdev'd in his cages Oe 

11. Mats 





_ 


{so ¥ 
i. 
Matzel’s no more! ye graces, loves, 
Ye linnets, nightingales, and doves, 
Attend th’ untimely bier ; 
Let ev’ry forrow be expreft, 
Beat with your wings each mournfal breaft, 
And drop the nat’ral tear, 


TI. 


For thee, my bird, the facred Nine, 

Who lov’d thy tuneful notes, fhall join 
Ta thy funeral verfe: 

My painful tafk thall be to write 

Yh’ eternal dirge which they indite, 
And hang it on thy hearfe, 


Iv. 
In height of fong, in beauty’s pride, 


By fell Grimalkin’s elaws he died— 
But vengeance fhall have way : 

On pains and tortures I’ll refine ; 

Yet, Matzel, that one death of thine 


His nine will ill repay. 
ve 
In vain Tlov’d, in vin I mourn 


My bird, who, ne er to return, 
%, ned to happier fhades, 


Ds : Where 
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“Where Lefbia thall for him prepare 
The’ place moft charming and moft fair 
Of all th’ Elyfian gfades. 
VI 
There fhall thy notes in cyprefs grove 
Sooth wretched ghofts that died for love; 
‘There fhall thy plaintive ftrain 
Lull impious Phedra’s endlefs grief, 
To Procris yicld fume fhort relief, 
And foften Dido’s pain, 
“VIL 
Till Proferpine by chance fhall hear 
‘Thy notes, and make thee all her care; 
: And love thee with my love ; 
While each attendant’s foul fhall praife 
‘The matchlefs Matzel’s tuneful lays, 
And all his fongs approve, 


T 6 § 
AN ODE 


+ TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE STEPHEN POYNTZ, 
“Esa, &c. &. KO 


BY THE SAME, 


Senfere quid mens rite, quid indoles 
Nutrita fanflis fib penctralibus 
Paffit 





Dotirina fed vim promovct infiam, * 
Reique cultus petlora roborant. 
Hor. Lib. IV. Ode iv, 
Leas 7 
WHILST William’s deeds and William’s praile 
Kach Englifh breaft with tranfport raife, 
Each Englith tongue employ ; 
Say, Poyntz, if thy elated heart 
Affumes not a fuperior part, 
A larger fhare of joy ? 
It, 
But that thy country’s high affairs 
Employ thy time; demand thy cares, 
You fhould renew your-fiight ; 
- You only fhould- this -heme purfue— 
Who can for Willie a feel Mke you, 
Or wh nike you can write? 


- 


a Ds MI. Then 
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Tit. 


“Then to rehearfe the hero’s praife, 
‘To paint this funthine of his days, . 
The pleafing tafk be mine— - 
To think.on all thy cares o’er-paid, 
To view the hero you have made, 
That pleafing part be thine. 


Iv. 


Who firft fhould watch, and who call forth .. 
This youthful Pringe’s various worth, - 
‘You had the public voice 5 
Wifely his royal Sire confign’d 
To thee the culture of his mind, 
And England bleft the choice. 
v.- 
‘You taught him to be early known 
“By martial deeds of cobrage fhewn : 
From this, near Mona’s flood, 
By his_victorious father led, 
He flefh’d his maiden {fword, he thed- 
. And prov’d th’ illuftrious blood. 


VI. 


Of Virtue’s various charms you ‘aught, 
With happinefs and glory fraughi, 
Hew her unfhaken pow’r 


6s F 
As independent of faccefs 3- 


That no.defeat can make it tele, 
No conqueft make it mores 


VIL. 


This, after Tournay’s fatal day, 

*Midf forrow, cares, and dire difmay, 
Brought calm, and fure relief ; - 

He fcrutiniz’d his noble heart, 

Found Virtue had perfoym’d her part, 
And peaceful flept the chief. 


Vill. 


From thee he early learnt to feel 
The patriot’s warmth for England’s weal 
(True valour’s nobleft fpring) 5 
To vindicate her church diftreit ; 
To fight for liberty oppreft 5 
To perifh for his King. 
Ix. 


Yet fay, if, in thy fondeft feope 
Of thought, you ever dar’d to hope, 
That bounteous Heav’n fo foon 
Would pay thy toils, rewar.| thy care, 
Confenting bend to ev’ry pray’r, 
And all thy wifhes crown. 


o6 


xX. 


We 


foe} 
x. 

We faw a wretch with trait’rous aid, 
Our King’s and Church’s right inyade, 

And thine, fair Liberty! | | 
‘We faw thy hero fly to war, 
Beat down Rebellion, break her {pear, 

And fet the nations free. 


xi. 
‘ Culloden’s field, my glorious theme, 
My rapture, vifion, and my dream! 
Gilds the young hero’s days: 
Yet can there be one Englith hear! 
‘That does not give thee, Poyntz, thy part, 
And own thy thare of praife ? 


XIL. 
Nor is thy fame to thee decreed 
For life’s thort date: when William’s head, 
For vitories to come, 
The frequent laurel fhall receive, 
Chaplets for thee our fons fhall weave, 
- And hang them on thy tomb, 


AN 


Fs 3 
AN EPITAPH 


ON THE LATE RIGHT HONOURABLE THOMA’ 
WINNINGTON, ESQs 


BY THE SAMEs 


Near his paternal feat, here buried fies, © 

The grave, the gay, the witty and the wife, 
Form’d for all parts, in all alike he fhin’d, 
Varioully great! a genius unconfin’d ! 

In converfe bright, judicious in debate ; 

In private amiable, and in public great: 

With all the £ pefman’s knowledge, prudence, art, 
With Frienditi¥f’s open, undefigning heart. 

‘The friend and heir here join their duty.: one 
Ereéts the bufto, one infcribes the ftone. 

Net that they hope from thefe his fame fhould lives 
"That claims a longer date than they can give 5 
Falfe'to their trufts, the mould’ring bufts decay, 
And, foon effac’d, infcriptions wear away ? 

But Englith annals fhall their place fupply ; 

And while they live, his name fhall never die. 


To Muss BINDON, at BATH. 
BY THE SAMEe 
APOLLO of old on Britannia did fmile, 
And Delphi.forfoc} for the fake of this ile ; 
Around 


{ 66 4 
Around him he lavithly featter’d his lays, 
And in every wildernel® plagted his bays: 
Then Chaucer and Spencer harmonious were heard, 
Then Shakefpear, and Mitton, antdWaller appear’d 5 
And Bryden, whofe brows by Apollo were crown’d,. 
As he fung in fuch ftrains as the God might have. 
own’d: 
But now, fince the laurel is given of late 
To Cibber, to Eufden, to Shadwell and Tate, 
Apollo hath quitted the ifle he once lov’d, 
And his harp and his bays to Hibernia remov'd 3 
He vows and he {wears he’ll inipire us no more, 
And hath put out Pope’s fires which he kindled 
before: : 
And farther he fays, men no longer fhall boait - 
A fcience their flight and ill treatment hath loft } 


+ But that women alone for the future fhall write 


And who can refift, when they doubly delight ? 
And left we thould doubt what he faid to be true, 
Has begun by infpiring Suphica and You, 


Mrs. BINDON’s ANSWER, 


WuHeEn home I return’d from the dancing laft 
night, 

And elate by your praifes attempted to write, 

T familiarly call’d on Apollo for aid, 


And told him how many fine thi. vs you had faid, 
He- 
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He {mil’d at my folly, and gave me to know, 

Your wit, and not mine, by your writings you thew ¢ 

And then, fays the God, fill to make you more vaing 

He hath promis’d that 1 fhall enlighten your brain, = 

When he knows in his heart, if he fpeak but hie 
mind, 

That no woman alive can now boat I am kind: 

For fince Daphne to fhun me grew into a laurel, 

With the fex [have fworn {till to keep up the quarrel® 

I thought it all a joke, ’till by writing to you, 

L have prov’d his refentment, alas! but too trues 


# 

Sir GHARLES’s REPLY. 
TLL not believe that Phoebus did not fmile $ 
Unhappily for you I know his ‘tile: 
To ftrains like yours of old his harp he ftrung, 
And while he diétated Orinda fung. 
Did beauteous Daphue’s fcorn of proffer’d love 
Againit the fex his indignation move ? 
It rather made you his peculiar care, 
Convine’g from thence, ye were as good as fair. 
As mortals, who from dutt receiv’d their birth, 
Mutt, when they die, return to native earth $ 
So too the laurel, that your brow adorns, 
Sprang from the fair, and to the fair returns. 


A LA- 
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A LAMENTABLE CASE, 


SUBMITTED TO THE BATH PHYSICIANS;. 


BY SIR CHARLES HANBURY WILLIAMS» 


Ye fam’d phyticians of this place, 

Hear Strephon’s and poor Chloe’s cafe, 
Nor think that I am joking : 

‘When fhe wou’d, he can not eomply, 

When he wou’d drink, fhe’s not a-dry 5 
And is not this provoking ? 


At night, when Strephon comes to reft, 
Chloe receives him on her breaft, 
With fondly-folding arms ; 
Down, down he hangs his drooping head,. 
Falls faft afleep, and lies as dead,. 
Neglecting all her charmss. 


Reviving when the mora returns, 

With rifing flame young Strephon burns, 
And fain, wou'd fain be doing ; 

But Chloe, now afleep or fick, 

Has oo great relifh for the trick, 
And fadly baulks his wooing, 


Ocrve. 


: { 9 } 
© cruel and difaft’rous cafe, 
When in the critical embrace : 
" ‘That only one is burning! - 
Dear doctors, fet this matter right, 
Give Strephon fpirits over night, 
Or Chloe in the morning. 


AN. ODE 
ON MISS HARRIET HANBURY, AT 61X YEARG OLDe 
BY THE SAMEs 


i 
WHY thou’d I thus employ my time, 
To paint thofe cheeks of rofy hue ? 
Why fhou’d I fearch my brains for rhyme, 
To fing thofe eyes of glofly blue? 


Il. 
‘MThe pow’r as yet is all in vain 5 
Thy num’rous charms, and various graces; 
They only ferve to banifh pain, 
And light up joy in parents’ faces: 


ul. 
But foon thofe eyes their flrength fhall feel s 
‘Thofe charms their pow’rful fway fhalt find: 
Youth shall in crouds before you kneel, 
And cwn your ex jare-v'ct mankind. 
IV. Theas” 


{yo ] 
Iv, 
Then, when on Beauty’s throne you fit, 
And thoufands court your with’d-for arms, 
My Mufe thall ftretch her utmoft wit, 
To fing the vi@’ries of your charms, 
Vv. 
Charms that in time thall ne’er be loft, 
At leaft while verfe likewnine endures 3 
And future Hanburys hall boaft, > 
Of verfe like mine, of charms like yours. 
“ov 
A little vain we both may be, 
Since fcarce another houfe can thew, 
A poet that can fing like me, 
A beauty that can charm like you, 


A,SONG 
ON Miss HARRSET HANBURY, 
ADDRESSED TO THE REV. MRe BIRTe 
BY THE SAME. . 


L 


DEAR Dodor of St. Mary’s, 
In the hundred of Bergavenny, 
I’ve feen fuch a lafs, 
With a fhape and +-Sun, 
As never was match’d by any. 


li. Such 


Cn F 
IL 
Such wit, fuch bloom, and beauty, 
Has this gitl of Ponty Pool, fir, 
With eyes that wou’d make’ 
The tougheft heart ache, © 
And the wifeft man a foo}, fire 


UL 
_ Atour fair other day the appear’d, fir, 
And the Welfhmen all flock’d and yiew’d has 
And all of them faid, : 
She was fit to have been made 
A wife for @en Tudor. - 


: Iv. . 
"They wou’d ne’er have been tir’d with gazin f° 
And fo much her charms did pleafe, fir, ” 
That all of them ftaid 
Till their ale grew dead, 
* cold was their toafted cheefe, fir. « * 


Vv. 
How happy the lord of the manor, 
. ‘That fall be of her poffett, fir! 
" For all muft agree, 
ho my Harriet fhall fee, 
She’s «Harriet of the beit, fir. 


= VIL Thea 


C 7 
: / V~ 
Then pray make a ballad about her ; 
We know you have wit, if you’d fhew it : 
Then don’t be afham’d, 
You can never be blam’d, 
For a prophet is often a poet. 


i . VII. 
But why don’t you make one yourfelf then? 
I fuppofe I by you fhall be told, fir: 
This beautiful pitts 
Alas, ia my niece ! . 
And befides the’s but five years old, fie © 


‘ VUL 
But tho’, my dear friend, fhe’s no older, 
In her face it may plainly be feen, fir, 
That this angel at five 
: Will, if the’s alive, 
Be a goddefs at fifteen, fir. 


C2347 


TO 


Mx. GARNIER anp Mr. PEARCE, or BATH, 


A GRATEFUL ODB®, 

a . 

IN RETURN FOR THE EXTRAORDINARY KINDNESE 
AND HUMANITY THEY SHEWED TO ME AND MY 
ELDEST DAUGHTER, NOW LADY ESSEX, 17530”. 


BY THE SAME. 


a : eq Se. : 
WHAT glorious verfe from Love has {prung ? , 
How well has Indignation fung ? : 

And can the gentle Mofe, 
‘Whilft in her once belov’d abode 
I ftray, and fuppliant kneel, an ode 
“s To Gratitude refute? ** 


Ik 
Garnier, my friend, accept this verfe, 
And thou receive, well-natur’d Pearce, 
All I can give of fame: 
‘Let otgers, other fubjects fing, 
Some ae chief, fome tyrant king 5 


pHuntagity’s my theme: 


IH. Whilft 


Em} 
Tit, 


Whilt arts like yours, employ’d by you, 

Make verfe in fuch a theme your due, 
To whom indulgent Heav’n 

Its fav’rite pow'r of doing good, 

By you fo rightly underftood,” 
Judicioufly has given, 


. Iv 
Behold! obedient to your pow’r, ' 
Confuming fevers rage no more, 
Nor chilling agues freeze: 
The cripple dances void of pain, 
The deaf in raptures hear again, 
The blind tranfported fees. 


Vv. ‘ 
Health at your call extends her wing, 
Each healing plant, eaokefriendly fpring, 
Its various pow’r difclofes : 
, O’er'Death’s approaches you prevail: 
See Chlog’s cheek, of late fo pale, 
Blooms with returning rofes ! 


v 


VI. 
Thefe gifts, my friends, which fhiae in ates 4 
Are rare, yet to fome chofen few, 
Heav’n has the fame «ffign’d: ; 
* Health 


tJ 
Health waits on Mead’s prefcription fill, ~ 
’ And Hawkins’ hand, and Ranby’s kill, 
Are blefings to mankind. 


vir, 
But hearts like yours are rare indeed, 
Which for another’s wounds can,bleed, 
Another’s grief can feel 5 
The lover’s fear, the parent’s groan, 
Your natures catch, and make your owny 
And fhare the pains you heal. © 


VIL’, 
But why to them, Hygeia, why 
_, Doft thou thy cordial drop deny 
.. Who but for others live ? 
Oh, Goddefs, hear my pray’r! and grant 
That thefe that health may never want, 
Which they to others give. 


CURIOUS DESCRIPTION OF" 
WEST WYCOMBE CHURCH, &c. 


BY JOHN WILKES, ESQs 


QFAm jut returned from a tour into Buckingham 
thie, whicr has afforded. me much pleafure. The 
noble profpe t from Cliefden-houfe enchanted me, 

ac ees and 
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and I was in raptures with the many elegant beautie 
of Stowe, As an Englithman, I was pleafed that al 
the great patriots and heroes of my country, Alfred. 
King William the Third; Hampden, Sir Walter Ra. 
leigh, &c. ‘receive there that juft tribute of. praife, 
which this nation,,while it remains free, will Oth 
mue to pay to fuperior virtue. At Stowe both an- 
cient and modern virtue are enfhrined with grateful 
magnificence. Not anly good-tafte, but patriotifng 
are confpicuous in that delightful paradife, the fas 
vourite abode of the Virtues, Graces, and Mufes. 
Stowe, however, has fo often been defcribed by abler 
pens, that I fhall dwell no fonger there, though I 
never leave it without the moft fenfible regret, *- 

I returned by Weft Wycombe, and paffed a day" 
in viewing the villa of Lord Le Defpencer, and 
the church he has juft built on the sop of a hill, for 
‘the convenience and devotion of the town at the 
dottom of it. I muft own,” the noble Lord’s garden i. 
gave meno ftronger idea of his virtue and patriotifm, 
than the-fituation of the new-built church did of his 
piety. Some churches have been built from. de- : 
vvotion, others from parade or vanity ; but I believe i 
this is the firft church which has ever been built fog. ' 
a profpect. The word memento in immenfe ktters 
on the fteeple, {urprifed and perplexed nie. 3 could: 4 
not find the mori: or porhaps the othe. word wis. 


meri, {rom the practice as well as the precept of she. 
~yacble | 


2. fo 
noble Lord. As to the elegance of the Eatin, h's 
Lordfhip has embarraffed himfelfas little about that, 
as he has about the elegance of his Engliths Memento 
wsori is befides more monkifh, and therefore more 
becoming St. Francis. This conjecture, that the | 
‘other word on the outfide mutt be meri, is farther 
firengthened by the magnificent gilt ball on the top 
of the fteeple, which is hollowed and made fo very 
_convenient in the infide for the celebration, not of 
devotional, but of convivial rites, that it is the beft 
globe tavern J ever was in; but I mut own, that [ 
was afraid my defcent from it would have been ag 
precipitate as his Lordthip’s ‘was from a high ftation, 
which tarned his bead too. 1 admire likewife the Silence 
- and fecrecy which reign in that great globe, un- 
difturbed but by his jolly fongs, very unfit for the 
profane ears of the world below. As to fecrecy it 
is the moft convenient place imaginable ; and it is 
“Swhifpered, that a negotiation was here extamd: by 
the noble Lord himfelf, with Meffrs, Wilkes and 

Churchill, .The event will thew the amazing power 
» of his Lordthip’s oratory ; but if from perverfene’s 
neither of thofe gentlemen then yiclded to his wife 
reafons, nor to his dazzling offers,- they were Loch 
eclighged with his divine milk punch. 

There's one remarkable temple in the gardens at 
wef- si ae dedicatedsromgtiie Egyptian Hicro- 
glyphic for *4**, To this ‘object his Lordihip’s.de=’ 

Vou. WE £ yotion 
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votion is tindoubtedly fincere, though J believe now™ 
not fervent ; ‘nor do I take him to be often proftrate, 
or indeed in any way very regular in his ejaculations. ° 
He is however here confiftent ; for he keeps up the 
_fame public worthip in the country, which he has 
been accuftomed to in town. here was for giany . 
years in the great room at the King’s-arms tavern, in | 
Old Palace-yard, an original picture of Sir Francis 
Dathwood, prefented by himfelf to the Dilettanti clubs 
_ He is in the habit of a Francifcan, kneeling before 
the Venus of Medicis, his gloating eyes fixed, as in a 
‘trance, on what the modefty of nature feems mott de- 
firous to cone@al,-and a bumper in-his hand, with the 
words matri fanforum in capitals. ‘The glory too, 
which till then had only enriched the facred heads of 
our Saviour and the Apoftles, #s made to beam on that 
favourite fpot, and feems to pierce the hallowed gloom 
of Maidenhead-thicket. ‘The public faw, and were 
for many years offended with fo infamous a pidture ; 
yet it remained there till that club left the houfe. 
As to the temple I have mentioned, you find at firtt 
what is called an error ix limine ; for the entrance to 


jt is the fame entrance by which we all come into 
the world, and the door is what fome idle wits have 
called the Door of Life. Tt is reported, that, od alate 
vifit to his Chancellor, Lord Bute partjeularly ade 
mired this building, «f@advifed theeroble owndr to 
lay out the sool, bequeathed to hi ‘by Lord Mel- 

; , *combe’s 
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comb’s will, for an erection in a Paphian column to 
ftand at the entrance, and it is faid he advifed it to bz 
made of Scottith pebbles. There ace in thefe gardens 
no bufts of Socrates, Epaminondas, or Hampden ; 
but there is a moft indecent ftatue of the unnatural fa- 
, and, at the entrance to the temple I have men- 
tioned, are two urns facred to the Ephefian matron, 
and to Potiphar’s wife, with the infcriptions Matrone 
Ephefia Cineres, Domine Potiphar Cincres. Between 
thefe urns, containing the facred afhes of the great 
and virtuous dead, which are, with a happy proprie~ 
ty, doubly gilt (though not quite fo ftrongly as that at 
Hammerfmith for the afhes of Lord. Melcombe’s-— 
wife,) you afcend to the top of the building, which 
js crowned with a particular column, defigned, Ifup- 
pofe, to reprefent our former very upright fate, © 
when we could fay fuimus tories, fuit ingens gloria, and 
__ is tkirted. with very pretty underwood, the Cyprian 
‘myrtle, &c. the meaning of which I could not find 


out. * 
: The houfe contains nothing remarkable, excepting 


only that there is on the grad ftair-cafe a very moral 
painting of a maid ftealing to her matier’s bed, laying 
at the fame time her fingers on her lips, as if the 
were the Dea Angerona of Weft-Wycombe, 

On my return I had the pleafure of feeing the noble 
Lofd’s elegant, japanned coach ; 3 but while I was 
xeading his new motto in Gothic letters, Pro Magna 

Ea Chartry 
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Charta, the mob were hollowing Liberty, Property, 
and no Excife 1 and 1 was ‘forced to make the beft of 
‘my way to the Park, where I found a very odd thing 
which I mean to.prefent to the fociety of antiquaries. 
It is a gold button, with IHS, and the fign of the 
-crofs, enamelied on it, which I gueffed to belong to 
fome concealed brother of the. fociety of Jefus, Pho’ 
a fervant in the green claimed it as.the property of 
St, Francis, and faid that it was a part of the poutifiz 
galibus worn by his mafter, when he officiated on cer= 
tain feflivals of high laugh at the myfteries of ——~. 

“Il made afterwards a little tour to the celebrated 

‘abbey of Medmenham, the defcription of which I am, 

fare would entertain you; but I am too fair a man 

to difelofe to the public the Englith Eleufinian myf- | 
teiies of that renowned convent. 

THE FOLLOWING CURIOUS PAPER WAS PUBL'SHED 
IN ONE OF THE PUBLIC PRINTS 1N MARCH, 
1763, AND IS SUPPOSED TO BE WROJE EY AN 
§ ALDERMAN OF LONDON, 


TO THE EDITOR. 


— Creté an carbone notandi? Hor. 
THE following columns contain nothing ,more 
shan. two feparate lifls of the cclebrated perfenages: 

§ Weis certain, thafie was written by Mr, Wilkes, 

s x . who 
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who have at any time been honoured with abufe-by 
the Auditor or North-Briton. Thefe'litts, ] know, — 
mut neceflarily be imperfect, becaufe they are taken 
down merely upon memory; and becaufe fuch keen 
fatirifts cannot fo grofsly have mifpent their'time, as 
to sysve lafhed’ fo few people: yet I have been the 
lefs curious to render thefe lifts compleat, becaufe 
J know that the writers in quettion are fuch ftirring 
fpirits, that they will each be continually fwelling. 
their feveral catalogues ; for which reafon I have 
contented myfelf with leaving certain vacant fpaces, 
for the infertion of fuch names already diftinguithed 

-as: I mutt without doubt have omitted, or to be filled 
“up as tine fhall ferve, and the Auditor or North 
Briton fhall hereafter pleafe to direct. 

Let us, howeyer, do juftice to the candour, as 
well as acrimony, of our political writers. They 
deal in panegyric, as well as fatire. If they throw 

“dirt with the feavenger’s fhovel, they alfo lay on 


praife with a trowel. Every modern controvertial : 
writer in politics fits down with Ercomium on the 
right and Obloquy on the left, like Jupiter between 
the tubs of good and evil; or to ower my fimile, 
like brother Pamputer in the Upholferer, with white~ + 
wath in one hand, and black-ball in the other. Alb 
their characters, or rather caricaturés, may be confi- 
dered as the reugh draughts of the mafters in the mo- 
dern {chool of crayons,who fometimes draw in chalk, 
E3 but 
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Dut mio commonly in charcoal. Tt was my firft in~ 
‘tention to have given both the chalk and charcoak 
portraits of each of the great maflers in quettion ; 
but I foon refle@ed that I might fave that trouble by 
defiring your readers to take it for a general rule, 
. that fuch as ave blackened in the North-Briton, ge, 
by act of grace, ewhise-wa/hed in the Auditor, andTo 
wice verfé. Every great charaéter, like a pot ora 
wainfcot, is dettined to be painted in different co- 
Yours, at leatt twice over; and in this various light 
we may at pleafure confider the two following co» 
‘lumns, either as the two principal pillars of the tem-= 
. ple of Slander, or the two tables in the temple of 
Fame. As we are now however in the very middle 
vf Lent, I would have the noble lords and gentle-" 
men, whofe names appear in thefe lifts, to regard 
"the perufal of them as an act of humiliation and 
mortification ; I advife them to remember that they: 
have been told their own by the great writers under 
whofe awfnl names they are here arranged. = * a 
It muft be premifed, as our fixed opinion, that 
¥e Auditor is by far the moft refpeétable character,. 
and moft polite writer of the two. The North-Bri-. 
ton founded the nether tump of fame at the very 
fir onfet, and fyrioufly charged the Scots and the: | 
Miniftry at once. The Auditor fet out with profef- 
fions of moderation gnd impartiality, He did not feck 
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for defamation, but it lay in bis way, and he found ite 
He has indeed been as feyrrilous as his neighbours, 
yet, has he had the grace to inveigh againit -fcur+ 
rility; which thews that he hath the alt of Duman 
Rindacfs in his nature, though perhaps that milk 
may, by too long keeping, have turned four in his’ 
b fh Mark his candid declarations in his. firit 
number! “. The malevolent are not to expect 
4 to be gratified with lander, the illiberal with fur 
“ yility, or the inconfiderate with dxffionery. Inx 
gredients like thefe can have no admiffion into a 
paper, which is undertaken upon principles laus 
4s dable in-themfelves ; which is intended to recon- 
_, cile the minds of men to their own good, and to 
+6 one another 3 to refute or laugh out of counte- 
** nance all party diftinctions ; to extinguith national 
“« prejudices, and to recommend that fpirit of con- 
cord, which alone can make us a fuccefsful, and 
‘« preferve us an happy people. In fhort, it is’ ix- 
‘6 tended, in the conduét of this plan, to try whe- 
ther itis not pofible to talk politics with temper $ 

* to delineate characters with decency ; to treat of 
fadtions with good-bumour; and to love our coun- 
try without hating individuals.” Here are mild 
words ; and yet in the fecond number he ferves up 
no lefs than fix or feven individuals, fome of them 
no inconfiderable perfonages neither ; and yet even 
this trifling inconfiftency may Be accounted for, if 
: E4 : “we 


oe 


‘ 
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"we recolle& that the Auditor himfelf begins hi, 
‘ninth oumber with this Teflection : ‘ It is a curfe 
** entailed upon the retainers to defpairing faction, 
** that they are not only mijérable men and wretched 
“ auriters, but they muft be jars into the bargain; 
they mut forge crimes to affright the people ; they 
“* muff {catter abroad the words of prevarication,&c,” 


AUDITOR. NORTH-BRITON, 
Duke of Cumberland PD. of WL; 
Doke of Newcaftle Duke of Bedford 


Duke of Devonhhire - 


Earl Temple . Earl of Bute 
Eari of Loudon 
‘ Earl of Litchfield 
Earl of Talbot 
Earl of Talbot’s Hoye 
Lord Barrington Lord Mansfield 
Lord Eglington ~ 


Rt. Hon. Mr. Pitt > Rt, Hon. Mr. Fox 
Rt. Hon, Mr, Legge ~ — Re, Hon. Mr. G, Grenville 
Lord Mayor of London Rt. Hon. Mr. Rigby - ° 
Sir James Hodges, Knt. Hon. Horace Walpole 
Towa Clerk of the City 
of London, ~ 2 Z 
oe AUDITOR,: 
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AUDITOR. 
The King of Pruffia 
Author of the Addrefs 
to the Coeoa-Tree ~ 


"Thomas Nuthall, Attor- 

s “hey ~- ' 

Mr. Beardmore, ditto 

Charles Churchill 

Charles Say 

Charles Macklin s alias 
Mac-lochlin 

Dr. HS revseare 

‘John Wilkes” = 

David Garrick 


“The Toaft - Mafter at 
— Guildford 
Col Lamb, © 
* Fifhmonger 
Capt. Lamb, 

Auctioneer 
Mr. Hoyle 
Mr. Pond * 
Mr. Arthur 

Counfellor Jones 


Officers 
in the 
Militia. 


NORTH-BRITON 
Sir John Philips, Bart. ~* 
Sir Francis Dathwood, 

Barts F 


Samuel Touchef - 


Samuel Martitt 
Samuel Johnfon 


John Home .. 
David Mallet, aka 
Malloch 


Arthur Gurphp 
Dr. Burton 
William Hogarth 


‘The Poet-Laureat 
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AUDITOR. -~- NORTH-BRITON, - 
‘The Monitor The Briton 
The Whigs The Tories 
The Minority The Majority 
, Againt 
Wear - “Peace 


The above lifts not only thew who have been the’ 
butts of fatire to each writer, but may alfo, with due, 
attention to the turnings and windings in the Court: 
Calendar, ferve as unerring guide-potts to point out 
fuch as feem to be in the high road to abufe from | 
either paper. Being made acquainted with the 

“ colour of the heroes of both parties, we know, that, if« 
a great officer of the court fhould be turned out, or, to 
ufe the more courtly phrafe, refigny. the Auditor will 
immediately tear out the white leaf wherein he fo 
lately fang his praifes, and, like another Peachum, fet, 
his name down in his d/ack book, and call on him to 
exercife the full powers of the chriftian virtue of # 
refignation, We know too, that, if a noble member of 
one houfe fhould call forth an able commoner to leag 
the bufinefs of the other, the North-Briton will im« 
mediately open his deep mouth on the leader, and 
maul a manager with as great alactity as Mre Fitz= 
patrick, But as rules and precepts are never clearly 
enforced, unlefs illuftrated by example, I will fubmit 

: oe a fimail 
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cafinall seep into faturity to your readers ; and as I have 
in fome places- above, rather made extraordinary dif- 
tin@tions in favour of the Auditor, “| fhall here pay 
my particular compliments to the North-Briton. We 
have already feen whom that writer has alufid 
(craving his pardon for the groffuefs of the expref= 
” fion); avfd the Auditor’s lit of feandal (craving his 
pardon alfo) is pretty exaé catalogue of thofe 
whom the North-Briton has praifed. 3 fhall now, 
therefore, take upon me to predia, with as much 
fagacity as Partridge or even Bickerftaff, whom he 
WILL praife, whom he vill abufe, and whom he may 
pofibly praife or abufe; and for the fulfilling thefe 
. my predictions I refer to time, or even appeal to the 
Second fight of the North-Briton himfelf, Some that 
are turned out, Tknow he will take every opportunity 
to praife, and that clafs T fall dittinguith by Chaik 5 
fome that are put in, I know he cannot refit the 
temptation of abufing, and that clafs I fhall diftine 
guith by CHARCOAL. But there are another clafe 
of adubious, indeterminate swilight charaéter, whoie 
conduét will not fuffer us to fpeak precifely of the co- 
jour of their intentions ; a kind of heterogeneous or 
amphibious animals, hermaphrodites or otters in 
; politics, neither é# nor out, pro or con, court NOT count yy 
ewbig nor tory, Scot nor Enzlife, who are, like Sir An- 
thony Branville, ia @ fate of fufluation, and hang like 
hs _.E6 ° .  Mahomet’s 
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Mahomet’s coffin, in fufpences who feerh ready to 
veer and turn, like approved weather-cocks, with 
every guft of politics ; who ftand between aye and xd,. 
like the afs of the fchoolmen between two bundles of 
hay ; or, like prince Volfcius in love,——hip hop, hip 
hop, one boot on, the other buot off. Thefe ftatefe; 
men of the neuter gender we can place in neither litt, 
and yet they feem to bid fair for a place in both. 


* ‘Where then can we ftation thefe lovers of the golden : 


mean, but in the middle ? In the middle, therefore, 
‘upon ftilts between bothy one foot on one lift, the 
other foot on the other lift, I have placed one Righy- 
Honourable gentleman,as the grand archetype of po- 


" tical feepticifm, Far be it from me to arraign fuch- 


commendable prudence and moderation ! But asthe” 
North-Briton is not fuch an admirer of impartiality, 
T have reafon to think, that he will not long permit 
this gentleman to remain in a ftate of indifferency; he” 
will not be contented to fay of him, atgus an ATAR 
homo fit, nefcio; but having once brought himfelf to” 
imagine that he has difcovered the gentleman’s bias, 
he will foon be induced to favour us with a portrait 
of fo diftinguithed a perfonage either in chalk or in 
charcoal, - - : 
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pPEEP into FUTURITY~ 


FROM THE NORTH BRITON. 


CHALK. CHARCOAL, 
Whe Right Hon. Charles Townfhend, 
eed 
Duke of Grafton Ld Mayor of London 
Duke of Portland © Earl of Powis 


“Tiomas Prowfe, Efq; Lord Grofvenor 
Edward Popham, Efqg; Lord Strange 
Sir A m. Wodehoufe 
Sir Cha. Mordaunt 
Welbore Ellis 
James Ofwald 
Bamber Gafcoyne 
Paul Whitehead. 


NO T ELS 


ON MRe CHURCHILL’S FRAGMENT OF A DEDICATION 
TO THE BISHOP OF GLOUCESTER, 


BY THE SAME. 
"THERE is nothing in the poet’ 's works more high. 


ly finifled than this fragment. “A moft happy vein 
_ of 


ft oT 


‘of irdny ruhs through the whole, aad: grave 
Cervantes’ mafk of humour never onee?alls offa 
Though we have only a part of what was intended, 
yet the épifcopal hero flines fo'much in the different 
lights of a pious prelate, «a profound critic, an ex- 
emplary clergyman, and a meek divine, that we are 
at a lofs.which we ought the moft to admire. 
"The benevolence of the Bifhop only remains un- 
fung: I mean, his benevolence. to man. As to 
the other due benevolence of which. St. Paul 


fpeaks, it ought in ftri€tnefs to be confidered as a. 





part of juttice, or family duty, to good Mrs. W. 
I need not tel! fo great a fcholar as het buftind, | shyt 


Horace calls it ssorius amnis. Iwill only add my: 


withes, in the words of this dedication, that, as the 
Bithop and his wife are moft uniformly join’d, it may 
continue regularly flowing from that wholefome fource 
bism—mind., 








" Tafk no favour, not one note I crave. 
In the Candidate he fays, 
Nor foul-gall’d d4op damn me with a note. 














see ee ee ee © My mortal journey done. 
The laft act of his life was an aét of humanity and 


friendfhip. Mr. Wilkes, under the defpotic admini-*! 


ftration of the Thane’s deputies, had the honour of 


being an exile. Mr. Churchill camesto France on 
a vifit 
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‘g vifit to a friend, and died of a miliary fever at Bowe 
logne on the 4th of November, 1764. The goodnefs 
of his heart, and the firmnefs of his philofophy, were 
an full luftre during the whole.time of a very fevere 
illnefa ; nor were the amazing faculties of his mind in 
the leaft impaired till a few moments before his 
death. 

An infcription, in the clofe tite of the ancients, 
engraven on a fepulchral urn of alabafter, gives us his 
true charaéter, as a friend, a poet, and a patriot. 


Caroto CuurcuILry, 
Amico jucundo, 
Poete acri, 

Civi optimé de patria merito, 

; P. 
Johannes Wilkes, 1765. 








In fpirit I’m right proud, nor can endure 
The mention of a bribe. 

The reverend emiflary of Lord H—, who 
waited on the poet foon after the advertifement of 
Aylife’s Ghoit by C. Churchill, can beft explain this 
paflage. The untimely death of the author deprived 
us of that elegy; but his Lordthip was convinced at 
Jaft, that every man has wor his prices 





= 





Let 


[92 j 
Let thy own offspring all thy fortunes thare, 
The irony here is beft explained by a paffage in tha 
Duellitt: 
No hufoand, tho’ he’s truly wed ; 
Tho’ on his knee a child is bred, 
No father : 


~ By miftaken Kings 
Titles are oft mifplac’d. 

The fame fpirit of difeernment, and attention to 
reward all true merit, which advanced the immacu- 
late ——-—— to be fecretary of ftate, and the brave 
———~to be fleward of the houfhold, gave Mr, 
the peerage. An univerfal odium had long 
purfued his name. Many breaches of private faith 
had left him not the leait hare of confidence with any 
friend; and repeated violations of public truft had 
ruined him in the opinion of mankind, when it 
pleafed —— the to fign #patcut, commands 
ing us always to cali him the Right Honourable 
Lord 





























Thy open frent, thy love-commanding eye, 
Where fitty Cupids, as in ambuhh, lie. 

T never could form an adequate idea of what Virgil 
calls the /atos o.ulis honores, the lumen 4: till 
Twas bleffed with 2 fight of W Ww > 
Lord B of G-——.. His fine eye carries 
us even beyond what a pagan poet could pofibly 

conceive ; 
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eonceive; for it beams forth all the meeknefs and for- 
“Wearance, all che mildneis and benevolence, of that 
Golpel which is engraven on his heart. The beauty 
and fymmetry of features in his face are indeed admi- 
yable ; but beauty and fymmetry are by no means 
confined to his face. His whole figure excels the 
moft-perfeé& Grecian forms, and in my opinion is 2 
fuperior compofition to the Belvidere Apollo, The 
harmony of the foul, too, feems exactly anfwerable to 
that of the body. Among all the arts of ancient 
Exypt, which the B———~ fo much admires, I mut 
regret thagthe art of embalming in a manner to pres 
ferve evefy the minuteft feature, is now totally loft. 
The W fet of features might otherwife 
have convinced our children’s children, that the moft 
heavenly fire of the eye, and true dignity of afpect, 
may be tempered with grace and fweetnefs. Our 
pofterity in a fe have exclaimed as we do 


now 3 ow werk 





gentle, how forbearing, aas.this 
primitive chriflian Fs 
Ob! what a grace is featcd on that brow! 

This lofs is the more to be lamented, becaufe the 
heir to his fortunes is unhappily not the heir to his 
graces. It is generally allowed, that the boy does 
not in the leaft refemble him, but feems to be of 
quite another mould, er Porter's earth. ; 

After the B—— of G: , though ata great 
Vaanne eampe Pee Tord Hated. moft happy in 
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that kind of look which fteals the heart at-firft glance, 
tho’ the foul oi fits at fquat, and peeps not from 
it’s hole. 

Tf I was forced to namea third human face divine, 
after alk beauty and harmony have been nearly ex- 
haufted by the other two, it fhould be that of 
Mr. M——. I do not however infift upon this, be- 
caufe I koow good judges differ as to him; and 
Mr. Quin once, pointing to M——, whilpered a 
friend ; Sir, if that feilow is not a wiliain, God cli 
mighty does not write a leg:bie band. 

= 
Thofe, fheep, which neyer: heard their thephefd’s 
voice ; 
Which did not know, yet wou’d not learn the way ; 


Which ftray’d themfelves, yet griev’d that I fhow’d 
ftray ; 





Inftead of the two faft lines, thele were in the firtt 
MSS. 


Which accents of rebuke could never bear, 
Nor would have heeded Chrift, had Chrift been there. 











Much did I wifh, tho’ little cou’d I hope 
A friend in him, who was the friend of Pope. 


I fhall give only ‘one inftance of the B 





fos 1. ; 
friendfhip for Mr Pope. The judicious public ap- 
plied to the duke of Chandos the character of Timony 
in Pope’s poetical epiftle to the Earl of Burlington. 
Mr. Pope denied that he meant any allufion to his 
Grace,-and publithed a formal jutification of himielf 
ina profe letter to the fame Earl. He fays, ‘* a report, 
«* which, in regard to that noble perfon, was ims 
«© pertinent ; in regard to me, villainous—his hu- 
«+ manity feels a concern for the injury done to me.” 
—-Warburton’s edition, vol. VIL. p. 194+ This 
injury is however done him after his death, and this. 
villainy is charged on him, by his friend, the B—Pe 
After thefe lines, 
Another age fhall fee the golden ear 
_ ». Imbrown the flope, and nod on the parterre, 
_ Deep harvefts bury all his pride has plann’d, 
And laughing Ceres re-affume the land, 
follows this note.s.“ Had the poet lived but three: 
s¢ years longer, ake had feen this prophecy fulfilled.” 
Vol, ILL. p. 288. This can only allude to the pres 
fent ftate of Cannons, the Duke of Chandos’s feat 
near Edgware. r 7 
Are thefe a Chriftian B——’s ideas of friendhhip ? 
The total difregard of truth, which Pope has fhewn 
on this occafion, admits of no apology ; but it ill bes. 
came.a friend to prove to the world, that the poet 
had folemnly afferted a falfhood. The four lines ares 
“we are told, a propheg: of the fate of Cannons 5 and 
we 
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We receive this information from a man, who is ap- 
- pointed by the author himfelf to explain and illufirate 
his works. The character of Timon is in every part 
that of the Duke of Chandos, except a trifling cir- 
cumttance or two purpofely difguifed. The veil Pope 
ufed was too thin and flimfy. Even in his defence 
we fee his guilt, He fays, ‘I had @o great caufe 
** to wonder, that a character belonging to twenty 
** fhould be applied to one ; fince, by that means, 
** nineteen would efcape the ridicule.” Is not this a 
plain confeffion, that the character was applicable to 
the. Duke, fince it belonged to all the twenty? A 
man, who makes free with truth, will generally, 
‘fooner or later, be dete@ed. The ‘public at the 
very time defpifed the meannefs of the poet, and will 
| now equally condemn the bafenefs of fuch a friend, 
' Pope however deferved only fuch a friend as this 
W-———, from his treachery and breach of faith : 
to Lord Bolingbroke, in regard t6"the Letters on the 
Idea of a Patriot King. His three moft remarkable 
friends were Swift, Bolingbroke, and, in the decline 
of life, the B——~ of G__._ w. has 
taken much pains to prove that the two former, 
though men of genius, were very worthlefs characters, 
‘but has only inadvertently fhewn that the lat is the 
. moft worthlefs of the three, without being a man of 
genius, : 
The Bee has femarked, that the mof facredof 
Y all 
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all‘private ties are friendfhip and gratitude. The’ 
force of his friendflitp we have feen in refpect to 
Mr. Pope: The ftrength of gratitude Mr. Pitt found 
in his. Bifhop to equal what the Duke of Newcattle 
experienced in. the greatcft part of the bench, very 
apt, in their own phrafe, to forget their maker. 








Might like himfelf teach his adopted fon, 
°Gainft allthe world, to quote a W———~. 
The poet docs not mean his adopted fon, mafter 
W—-- ; butthefenfeis, he might teach me as an 
adopted fog, &c. : 
“s Mr. Edwards, in the Canons of Criticifm, has given 
us “feveral inftances from the notes on Shakefpeare, 
“that the B—— has adhered to W. againft all 
the world, I fhall. add only one from the commens 
tatoron Pope. _. 
Ey'n in a bifhop I can fpy defert 
Secker is decent, Rundle has a heart. 
The note is, ‘* Thefe words are another inftance of 
“* the malignity of the public judgment. ©The poet 
“ thonght, and not without reafon, that they con- 
# veyed avery high idea of the worthy perfon to 
. “-whom they are applied; to be decent (or to be- 
** come every ftation of life in which & man is 
- 6 placed) being the nobleft encomium on his wif- 
#8 dom and virtue.” Pope, Warburton’s edition, vo". _. 
IV. p. 323. Tobe barely decent is however very : 
penurious 
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penurious praife, and in this paffage is almoft an 
infult ; for it is- remarkable, that Secker’s being 
only decent, is followed, or rather contrated, with 
the high compliment to Rundle of having a heart. 
The true meaning is evident from another paflage of 
this very author, 

Virtue the finds too are an endeavour; 

Content to dwell in decencies for ever. 

Vol. III. p. 205. 

The poet muft have enjoyed to a high degree his 
tafte for ridicule with a pedant who believed that 
‘he was complimenting when he was fneéring. The 
B—— of Oxford did not at that time thank Pope’ 
for the praife of being barely decent 5 and, after all, 
‘decency is too often like gravity, a mere outward 
form to conceal fome inward defects of the mind. 

I may vow atk, whether thofe words, or, as the 
B— ought to have faid, the remarks on thofe 
words, are av inftance of the malignity of the public 
judgment, or of the folly of one private judgment ? 

The other inftance of the malignity of the public 
judgment, to which the B—— alludes, is the ¢en-. 
fare whiclr he fays has been Pues on the following 


lines : : 
Let humble Allen, with an aukward thame, 


Do good by ftealth, and biufh to find it fame. 
I muft confefs.that 1 never heard thefe lines 


cenfured. I have heard them commended. The 
= a “public 
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public indeed paffed a flight reproof on.an alteration 
made by Pope in the firft line, at Mr. Allen’s defire. 
The B--— has not noticed it among the variations. 
In the old edition it hood, Let low-born Alen, which 
agreed better with the aukwerd foame. The epithet 
humble by no means fuited the man, who could not 
difgwife that quaker-pride, which is the moft dif. 
gufting thing in the world, and ridiculoufly affumes 
the name of humility, 








And Potter trembles even in his graye. 
Tomas PHRer, Efq; of Ridgmont, in Bedfordthire. 
He was fon of a late Archbifhop of Canterbury, 
but ferfrom being himfelf a bigot. He was even 
fufpected to be well inclined towards feveral miftaking 
men, whe differ from the Church of England. It is 
however certdin he never went fo far as to join in 
communion with ahy of the fetaries. He had great 
abilities for parliament, and was no Jefs amiable in 

‘private life. The livelinefs of his wit fometimes 
indeed carried him too far, and even revealed religion 
did not always efcape his ridicule : but we ought to 
remember Martin Luther’s apology for himéfelf ; 
Confider I was lred a Monk, It isto be prefumed, 
that he kept at lea& a ftrict guard over his tongue 
when he was with good Mr. Allen, or with the Bo 
of G. and his lady, at leaft in the latter period 
of his life, fn the former, if we belief the poet, 





neither 
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neither he nor the B—— were ‘very. exemplary, 
In the third book’ of the Duellift it is faid that the 
Becds : 
liv’d with finners, 

Herded with infidels for dinners ; 

With fuch an emphafis and grace 

Blafphem’d, that Potter kept not pace 
The B feems by this to have out-fripped the 
layman in the race of infidelity, if the picture is not 





rather overcharged. 

This gentleman’s many accomplifhments and 
acquired talents, with a high admiration of their 
two characters, recommended him to the: friesdip 
of the poft matter of Bath, and his epifcopal nephew. ~ 
His fine natural parts introduced him to the intimacy 
of the niece, no incompetent judge. Yet this ex- 

% cellent lady could not help fometimes lamenting that 
Tom was vaftly wild; 
then calls her child, 
And fwears that Tom was vaftly wild. 
Duellift, Book IIL 
I the rather mention this circumflance, that pofterity 
may not he mifled. Some have imagined, from this 
paflage, that tke child was chriftened Téomas. It is 
a miftake ; he was not named after his father, but 
after his uncle, Mr. Allen. We have church au- 
thority for this, ‘The baprifinal segitter informs 
us, that we ought to call the boy, Ralph, Raiph 
With 
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With all the confcious pride of insocenc2,,. - 
Methinks I hear him, in his own defence, 
Bear witnefs to himfelf, whilft all men knew, 
By Gofpel rules, his witnefs to be true. 


. + This alludes to what paffed in the —— of —-—» 


On the rsth of November, 1763. The Be of 
——We~ made a complaint againtt Mr. W— of a 
b of p——, that the name of had been 
put by him to a variety of notes in a wicked poem, ° 
@kiled, An Effay on Woman. It is faid that thofe 
notes were of an erudition fo deep and fo uncommon, 
that the learned ——.. might have been fufpected of 

“ being the author, but at the fame time of fo ludicrous 
a caft, it was highly improbable a Stave divine could 

” employ his time in that way.. Thisunatter is now” 
fully cleared up ; for the B——, rifing in his place, 
and with the utmoft folemnity laying his hand on 

his heart, declared, that he did not write any one 
of thofe notes, and called bis God to witnefs the 
truth of the affertion, He obtained in this in- 
ftance full credit to what he affirmed, What a pity 
it is, that, to vindicate his reputation, he did not at 
the fame time deny the notes on Shakefpeare and 
Pope ? : 

The chriftian zeal of the B did not end with 
his own vindication. It flamed forth with becoming 
fury againft the poem itfelf, which he declared was 
worthy of the devil ; then, after a thort paufe, added 
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0, I beg the devil's pardon, for be istncapable of write 
ing it. —He would not venture even there alittle fatire, :. 
Dut as a well bred Frenchman, with a pardonnex-mot 
to temper it. He is fearful of offending, equally. 
prudent and polite, and keeps a very good look-out“ 
into faturity. He remembers the caution of the 
wary Spaniard, who always faid, My good Lord the” 
Devil, that he might in all events be in favour delow, 
A few years ago the B publithed a treatife upon 
Grace, or the Office and Operations of the Holy | 
Spirit. In the preface he fays, Ihave a mafter above, 
and I have one below. Lord B—— hasbeen his 
matter above. Isthe perfon whofe pardon he:begged. 
his matter below ?. : 


4 Fo 





Pitied himfelf, in turn had pitied you. 
: Serioufly, my 
Lord of G is to be pitied. 
Pope, Warburton’s edition, vol. 1V. 197+" 








———————_—_ 


But you, my Lord, renounced attorneyfhip. * ie 
The commentator cf Pope has been careful to 
give us not only all the blots in the foul copy of 
the Poet, but moft of the variations in the printed 
editions. One, however, which is remarkable, he 
has omitted. In_the firft book of. the Dunciad we 

read, according to the B——’s edition, 
What 
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What can I now? my Fletcher cat afide, 
‘Take up the Bible, once my better guide 
> Vol. V. p. ror. 
But no notice is taken of the former editions pub- 
lihed by Pope himfelf, in feveral of which we read, 
"Bat what ean 1? my Flaccus caft afide, 
brake up the attoruey’s (once my better) guide, 
with this note, “In alufion -to his firtt profeffion 
‘f ofan attorney,” ~The B———~ could not bear to 
copy thefe words, which are fpoken by Cibber the 
hero of the Dunciad, who was no dunce. Did he 
, fear they would rather lead the reader to one of the 
? fow-born, cell-bred, felfifp, Servile bund, to A ree 
amerend Flames in bis lengthned drefi, formerly an 
attorney ? an 
Pe a : ‘Dunciad, b. 2. ver, 354 
The name and profeffion of attoney. my Lord did 
indeed renounce ;. the wrangling and cavilling, the 
_fubterfuges and mean arts of vile attornies (as Pope 
calls them, vol. [II. P+ 247.) may be found in all his 
controverfial writings, He can, however, ata pinch 
fill do bufinefs for himfelf as an attorney, and, in 
the idea of the world, Mr. Allen’s Will does honour 
to the proficiency he made in his former trade. * 
—————=_—_—_ 
' Doéor, Dean, Bifhop, Glo’ier, and my Lord, 
It is always difficult to mount the firft flep of | 
the ladder of preferment ; this dimple title of Door 
-Fao- would 
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would not for above thirteen years take to the naitie 
of W In 1741, Pope fays, I have received 
fome chagreen at the delay of your degree at Oxon. 
Vol. 1X. p. 341. There was indeed no fmall delay 
from the Univerfity. At laft, in 1754, the degree of 
Doéor in Divinity was conferred on him by, the 
Archbifhop of Canterbury, 

The B——k-of G paid the petticoat 
obligations which a Princefs had to Mr. and Mrs. 
‘Allen during her refidence at Prior Park. 








THBgFOLLOWING 18 AN EXPLANATORY NOTH OF 
‘ A PASSAGE IN MR. CHURCHILI 75, CANDIDATE, 
WHERE RE SPEAKS OF MEDMENHAM-AEBBEYe " 


——* Whilft womanhood, in habit of a aun, 

«6 At Medmenham lies, by ackward monks undone 
& A nation’s reckoning, like an alehoufe fcore, 

6 Whilft Pau/ the aged chalks behind the door, 

s* Compell’d to hire a foe to caft it up, 

$¢ Da ——— fhall pour, from a communion-cup,: 
é* Libations to the Goddefs without eyes, 

s* And hob or nob in cyder or excife.” 


BY THE 8AME, 


MeEamenham,-or, as it is pronounced, Mednan 
Abbey, isa very heged houfe on the banks of tk 
Tham 


“ 


[ -ro5 J 


Thames, near Marlow, in Buckinghamfliire. Fe wat 
formerly a convent of Ciftertian monks. The fituas 
tion is remarkably fine. Beautiful hanging woods, 
foft meadows, a cryftal ftream, and a grove of vene~ 
rable old elms near the houfe, with the retirednefs of 
the mantion ‘itfelf, made it as fweet a retreat as the 
-m@ft poetical imagination could creates Sir F—-—~ 
D , Sir T——s S——, PW d, Mre 
Wilkes, and other genttemen to the number of twelvey 
rented the abbey, and often retired there in the 
fummer. Among other amufements, they had fome~ 
times a mock celebration of the more ridiculous rites 
- o& the foreign religious orders among the Roman 
Catholtes ; of the Francifeans in particular, for the 

* gentlemen had taken that title from the founder, Siv 
F—— D——. Paul the aged was fecretary and 
fleward to the order. Mr. Wilkes had not been at 
the abbey for many months before the publication of 
this poem in 1764. 

No prophane eye has dared to penetrate into the 
Englihh Eleufinian myfteries of the Chapier-Room, 
where the monks affembled on all folemn occafions, 
the more fecret rites were performed, and libations 
poured forth ia much pomp te the Bora Dea. I 
fhall only venture to relate what many mortal eyes 
have feen, and fit mihi fas audita lqui. 
~ Over the grand entrance was the famous infcrip- 
tion on-Rabelais’s Abbey of THfzrems, Fay ce que 

F 3 . poudrase 
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vexdra. At the end of the paffuge over the door 
was, Aude, /ofpes, contemnere apes. At one end of the 
sefettory was Harpocrates, the Egyptian god of 
‘Alence ; at the cther, the goddefs Angerona; that: 
the fame duty might be enjoined to both fexes. = 
‘The garden, the grove, the orchard, the neigh- 
bouring woods, all {poke the loves and frailties 
younger monks, who feemed at leaft to have finned na-, 
saraly. You faw in ove place-—Ici pdma de joie des ~ 
mortels le plus beureux—In another very imperfectly. 
Mournt un amant far le fein de fa dame.—In a third 
Fin cet endroit mille baifers de flamme furent donnds, © 
mille ausyes renduso—Againt a fine old oak was 
“Hic fa'yrum naras vislorem vita fubegit. 
~ At the entrance of a cave was the Venus, ftooping, 
to pull a thorn out of her- foot. The ftatue turned _ 
from you, and juft over the two nether bills of fuow 
were thefe lines from Virgil: 
Hic locus eft, partes ubi fo-via findit in ambas 3 
» Hac iter Elyzium nobis: at leva malorum 
Exercet panas, et ad impia Tartara mittit. 
On the infide of the cave, over a moffy couclr, was the - 
following exhortation : - 4 
Ste, agiit, O juwencs 5 pariver fedare medaullis 
Omnibus inter vos 5 non murmura vefira columbe. 
Brachia non hidera, non vincant ofenla concha. 
The favourite doctrine of the abbey is certainly 
not Penitence $ for in the centre of the orchard was 
a gras 
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a grotefque figure, end in his hand a reed stTOOD layne 
ing, tiptavith fire, to ule Milton’s expreffion, and you 
might trace out : 


PENI TENTO 
Ron 


Penr texte. : . 
*On. the pedeital was a whimfical reprefentation of 
‘Trophonius’s cave, from whence all creatures were 
faid to come out melancholy. Among that ftrangey 
difmal group, you might however remark a cock 
crowing, and a Carmelite laughing. The words gal 
tum galinacesm et facerdutem gratis were only legi- 
ible *.. 
"Near the abbey was a fmall, neat temple, ercéted 
to Cloacine, with the infcription, This chapel of eafe 
was founded in the year 1760, Facing the entrance in 
the infide, ; 

qed pauperibus prodeft, locupletibus cequey 
Ei que negledium pucris fenibufque nocebit, 

The curious and entertaining defcription of Wet. 
Wycombe church, publithed in the firft patt of the 
New Foundling Hofpital for Wit, page 42, will enable 
the reader to give a fhreyd guefs at the Godde/s withoue 
ges, to whom Sir F. D-———— not only poared 
Jibations from a communion-cup, but aétually built a 
temple in his gardens at Weft Wycombe, 





* Omne anima’ poft coitam trifte eft, preter gallum gallina 
weum, et facerdotem gratis fornicantem. 


F4 . THE 
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THE TEMPLE OF THE MUSES. 


TO THE COUNTESS TEMPLE. 


BY THE SAME. i 


TUE Mufes and Graces to Phabus complain’d, 
*« ‘That no more on the carth a Sappho remain’d 5 
«¢ That their empire of wit was now at an end, 
© And on beauty alone the fex muft depend 5 
“¢ To the men he had giv’n all his fancy and fire; 
“ Art of healing to * Armftrong, as well as his 
: lyre.” . 
When Apollo reply’d, “ To make you amends, 
« Tn one fair you fhall fee wit and virtue, good friends; 
«© "The Grecian’s high fpirit and fweenefs I’ll join 
“¢ With a truc Roman virtue, to make it divine: 
“© Your pride and my boaft, thus form’d, would you 
know, , 
“ You mutt vifit the earthly elyfium of Stowz.” 


a 


To a LADY, wno sunc ry 100 Low A VOICHe 


(BY THE SAME. 
WHEN beauteous Laura’s gentle voice 
Divides the yielding air, 
Fix’d on her lips, the fault’ring founds 
Excefs of joy declare, 


* Dr. John Armftrong, author of The Art of Preferving Health, &e. 
There 
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There ling’ring round the rofy gate, 
They view their fragrant cell, 

Unwitling to depart that mouth 
Where all the Graces dwell. 


Some tuneful accents ftrike the fenfe 
With foft imperfect found, 

While thousand others die within, 
In there own honey drown’d. 


Yet thro” this cloud, diftingt and clear 
Sweet fenfe direéts its dart 5 

And while it feems to fun the ear, 
Strikes full upon the heart. 


To LAURA, on new-Yrar’s DAY. 


BY THE SAMEe 


REVOLVING years add, Laura, to your charms, 
And bolder throbs my pulfe to love’salarms; 
Yet flail thofe heavenly charms at laft decay, 
Aud this my fprightly pulfe forget to play : 
Then wifely let me all my hours employ ; 
Too fwitt they fly, but be they wing’d with joye 
May Wit and Beauty their bleft pow’rs unite, 
Wit rule the day, and Beauty rule the night; 
The pleafigg chafe may I thro’ life puriue, 
All day with Dupd#'s, and alt night with you / 
F ¢. TO 
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TO MISS WILKES, 


ON HER BIRTH DAY, auGusT 16, 1767. 


WROTE IN FRAACE. 


BY THE SAME. 
AGAIN Ttune the vocal lay 
On dear Maria’s natal day : 
This happy. day Pll not deplore 
‘My exile from my native fhore : 
No tear of mine to day fhall flow 
For injur’d England’s cruel woe ; 
For impious wounds to Freedom given, 
The firft moft facred gift ofeaven. 
The Mufe with joy thall prune her wing, 
Maria’s ripen’d graces fing, 
And at feventeen, with truth thall own 
The bud of beauty’s fairly blown : 
Softnefs and fweeteft innocence 
Here fhed their gentle influence 5 
Fair Modefty comes in their train 
To grace her fifter Virtue’s reign ; 
Then to give f; irit, tafte, and eafe, 
The fov’reign art, the art to pleafe, 
Good-humour’d wit, and. fancy gay, 
‘To-morrow chearful as to day, 
‘The fun-fhine of a mind ferene, 
Where all is peace wifhin, are feen, , 

What 
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What can the grateful Mufe afk more? 

The gods have lavith’d all their ftore, 

Maria thines their darling care ; 

Still keep her, Heaven, from every fnare! 

May {till unfpotted be her fame, 

May fhe remain through life the fame, i 
Unchang’d in atl—except in name! 


TO MISS WILKES,” 
ON HER BIRTH-DAY, AUGUSTai6, 1768, 
WROTE IN PRISPN. 


BY TH SAME. 


How fall the Mufe in prifon fing! 

How prune her drooping ruff’d wing ! 

Maria is the potent {pell 

Ev’n in thefe walls all grief to quell, 

‘Yo chear the heart, rapture infpire, 

And wake to notes of joy the lyre ; 

The tribute verfe again to pay, 

On this aufpicious feltive day. 

When, doom’d to quit the patriot band, 

And exil’d from my native land, 

Maria was my fure relief, 

Ler prefence banith’d every grief ; 

© Pleafure came fnfiling in her trains 

Aad chas’d the fumuly of Pain. : 
F6 Let 
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Let lovers every charm admire, 

The eafy thape, the heav’nly fire 

That, from thofe modeft-beaming eyes, 
The captive heart at once furprize: 

A father’s is another part, 

I praife the.virtues of the heart ; 

And wit fo elegant.and free, 
Attemper'd fweet with modefty. 
Yet may Wind Heaven a lover fend, 
Of fenfe, of honour, and a friend ; 
Thofe virtues always to protect, 
‘Thole beauties—never to neglect. 





EPITAPH, 


IN THE BURIAL-GROUND OF CLAULLYUN CHAPEL, 
IN NORTH WALES, ON THE TOMB-STONE OF THE 
REVe EVAN LLOYD, DECEASED, 


WRITTEN BY THE SAME. 


O Pleafing poet, friend for ever dear, 

‘Thy memory claims the tributary tear; 

In thee were join’d whate’er mankind admire, 
Keen wit, {trong fenfe, the poet’s, patiiot’s fire : 
Temper’d with gentlenefs fuch gifts were thine ; 
Such gifts with heart-felt anguifh we refign 
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THE FOLLOWING $IX LINES ARE NOT INSERTED 
IN MR. CHURCHILL’s WORKS, THOUGH WELL 
' 

KNOWN TO BE WRITTEN BY HIM. 


Proup Buckingham, for law too mighty grown, 
A patriot dagger prob’d, and from the throne 
Sever’d its minion. In fucceeding times, 

May all thofe Fav’rites who adopt his.crimes, 
Partake his fate, and every Villiers feel 

The keen, deep fearchings of a Felton’s fteel 1 


ON SEEING MR. LLOYg’s OPERA INSCRIBED TO 
MR. COLMAN, 


BY THE SAME, 


ARI! what a dearth of patrons in this age, 
To cherifh authors, and protect,the flage. 
The wits all rivalfhip of genius fmother, 
And dedicate their works to one another. 


ON THE MONUMENTS IN WESTMI NSTER-ADBEY, 


BY THE SAME. 

IN fama cathedral, who'd expect 
Pallas, a heathen geddefs, 

To lift her thteld, come to protet 
Lord*Stanhope !—this moft odd is! 
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Or to fee Hercules, a fon 
Of Jupiter (as fabled), 
Hov’ring, like old nurfe, o'er an Admiral’s buft, 
As if his pupil, or by him enabled. 


What could they more, 

In times of yore, 
Do, heroes to defend ? 

What could our ftage exhibit more, 
Than make the Gods defcend ? 


Verger, or Beadle, who thou art, 
That haft the fupervifing part, 

Fain would I mace lay thee on ; 
For Dean’s- Yard boys, with much furprife, 
Being thus greatly edify’d, 
May throw their books of Heathen Gods afide ; 
And, thortly, there (i fear) fee rife 

In flatuary, Fhe whale Pantheon. 


VERSES WRITTEN IN WINDSOR PARK. 
IN THE YEAR 1762, 


BY THE SAME. 
WHEN Pope to Satire gave its lawful way, 
And made the Nimrods of mankind his s prey 5 
When haughty Windfor heard, thro ev’ry wood, 


‘Their fhame, who durit be great, yet not be good ; 
- Who 
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Who drunk with pow’r, and with ambition blind, 
Slaves to themfelves, and monfters to mankind, 
Sinking the man to magnify the prince, 

Were heretofore what Stuarts have been fince ; 
Could he have look’d into the womb of time, 
How might his fpirit, in prophetic rhyme, 
Inipir’d by virtue, aud for freedom bold, 

Matters of diffrent import have foretold ! 

How might his Mufe, if any Mufe’s tongue 4 
Could equal fuch an argument, have fung 

One William who make? all mankind his care, 
And fhines the faviour of his country there ; 

One William who to ev’ry heart gives law ; 

The fon of George, the image of Naffau! 


POETICAL DESCRIPTION OF A GREAT FUNERAL, 
BY A LATE CELEBRATED BARD*, 


1 
A Tale ¥ will tell you with great indignation, 
A reproach it muft bring on the whole Englifh nation; 
Our good old King’s funeral a raree-fhow made, 
While the Dean for the fight hath largely been paid, 
Derry down. 


e  * Suppofed to be Mr. Churchill, 
Tl, Old 
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I. 
Old Peter was ne’er made a joke of before, 
'Tho’a rendezvous oft for each politic whore ; 
But before this grand farce the Dean feized the keys,- 
And for prophanation he took double fees, 
Derry dowm 
Tir. ; é 
“Without paying toll he fwore none fhould be there, 
And left they thou’d feulk he forbid public pray’r ; 
The keys of the vaults and odd places took, 
And threaten’d the fervants, bell, candle, and book. 
Derry down, 
Iv. 
Now. the Chapter conven’d, old took the chair,, 
And the mafk laid afide with a true prieftly air: 
On this happy occafion, my friends, ’tis my will, 
We ftrive in convention our pockets to fill, 
Derry down 





Vv. 
His health in a bumper went chearfully round, 
And each with’d, he declar’d, to fee the King crown’d, 
And moft fervently pray’d, fhould Heaven him call, .; 
It might be (tho’ late) yet while they had a ftall. 


Derry down. 
VL : 


To bulinefs now, cries the mitred old Peer, — 
Ways and means are the things for which we met 


Luz 
Rife, B—— P—-—, and the rett in your turns, 
We will fix it this night and admit no adjourns. 
pats : Derry down. 
6 VIL. 
But then, faid the Dean, ere this matter we fettle, 
Here F ”s the key, go fetch t’other bottle ; 
Nay, frown not, goed F. » becaufe I bid you, 
l.would have fent T. , but he’d have ftole two. | 
Derry down. 











VIII. 
"Then each rofy Prae—-d got up from his chair, 
~-ymd-touchiddg the matter his mind did declare 5 
But one by the Mammon being tick!'d full fore, 
Thought it fit the proceffion fhou’d pay at the door, 
-< Derry down. 
IX. 
At length they retolv'’d, and in minute-book feroll’d, 
Three feaffolds #6 build—be the C——-—’s cajol’d 5 
But one for the fervants his L——p allow’d, 
Which favour being told, the honeft blocks bow’d. 
é Derry downs 
_ xX. : 
‘Then carpenters vite with their hammering rend 
The roof of St. Peter, and the dead do offend ; 
For Sir Ifaac cried out, What a pox do ye there? * 
_ For God’s fake—ye’re mad—fee you've fhatter’d my 
Sphere! 
Derry down. 
XI. Old 
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There were doibtlefs among them perfons of 
fofficient abilities for fuch a tafk: witnefs the late 
addrefs of the Lord-Mayor and Aldermen ; witncfs 
the addrefs of the Common Council; witnefs the 
addrefs of the Merchants; all which, we may 
venture to fay, have not been outdone by tke 
addrefles of any other Mayors, Aldermen, and 
Corporations, or even of our two Univerfities — 
Where then was the neceflity that the infcription 
in queftion fhould be couched in an unknown 
tongue ?.Unknown we may call it to moft of our 
citizens, whofe knowledge in Latin fdarde extends 
forther than the famed Athley’s motto,—pro Jono 
publica; though it muft be allowed, that many of 
them are converfant in the French, Spanith, Italian, 
German, High Dutch, Low Dutch, and Hebrew. 

I know not, whether this’ Latiry infcription (if 
it may be ca'led Latin) was drawfrup by the Re- 
verend Ordinary of Newgate, or my Lord-Mayor’s 
Chaplain, or the Mafter of Merchant-Taylors or 
Paul’s fchools, or even the Charter-Houfe ; but the 
following remarks will, I think, fufficiently prove 
the author to be wholly ignorant of Clafical Latinity, 
and an entire ftranger to the ufual file of Inferip- 

tions. ‘ - . 

But it will be neceffary, in order to refreth the | 
reader’s memory, that I fhould tranfcribe this in- 

fcription, 
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feription, together with its Eagiif tranflation, as 
it has appeared in the public papers ; though there 
is great reafon to imagine, that it was originally firft 
drawn up in Engh, by fome learned deputy or other, 
and aftexwards done into Latin, as the phrafe is; 
which, if this be the cafe, will readily account fot 
the many Aaglici/ms that occur in it. 


Ultimo 
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Ultimo die O&tobris, anno ab incarnatione 
MDCCLX. 
aufpicatifimo principe GEORGIO Tertio 
regnum jam ineunte, 
pontis hojus, in reipabtice commodum, 
~urbifq; majeftatem, 
(laté tam flagrante bello) 
aS. P. Q.L. fufcepti, 
primum lapidem pofuit 
Tuomas Curry, Miles, 
Pretor: 
Rozerto Myung, Architeeor 
“Utque apud pofteros extet monumenttiit” 
: voluntatis faz erga virum, 
qui vigore ingenii, animi conftantia, 
probitatis & virtutis fuze felici quadam contagione, 
(favente Deo 
fauftifque Geor ert Secundi aufpiciis) 
imperium Britannicum 
in Afia, Afiica, & America, 
reftituit, auxit, & ftabilivit, 
nec non patrie antiquum honorem # audoritatem 
inter Europe gentes inftauravit ; 
cives Londinenies, uno confenfu, 
huic ponti infcribi voluerunt nomen 
GULIELMI PITT. 
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Englifoed thus 
. On the lait day of OGober; in the year 1760, 
and 'in the beginning of the moft aufpicious reign.of 
GEORGE the Third, 
Sir Tuomas Curry, Knight, Lord-Mayor, 
"laid the firft (tone of this bridge, 
undertaken by the Common Council of London, 
(amidft the rage of an extenfive war) 
for the public accommodation, 
and ornament of the city : 
Rozert Mytye being the Architea. 
And@@it there might remain to pofterity 
a monument of this city’s affection to the man, 
who, by the ftrength of his genius, 
the fleadinefs of his mind, 
and a certain kind of happy contagion of his 
probity and {pirit, 
(under the divine favour 
and fortunate aufpices of Grorce the Second) 
recovered, augmented, and fecured, 
_ the Britith empire, 
in Afia, Africa, aud America, 
and reftored the ancient reputation 
and influence of his country 
amongft the natious of Europe; 
the citizens of London have unanimoufly voted this 
bridge to be infcribed with the name of 
WILLIAM PITT, 
Uline 
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Uhimo Die Odobris. 

The laft day of Ofober : This is a very bald expref- 
fion, and but a little removed from a downright 41- 
glicifia. Die Ofobris XXX. would have been more in 
the infcription tafte, which delights in thefe capitat 
numerals. But, if they muft have it the rast day, 
pofiremo is undoubtedly the claffical word; andy da #le- 
gance of conftrudtion fhould be particularly regarded 
in thefe little things, it fhould alfo have been placed 
after Die Odfobris, and not before it. Die Offobris 
pohremo, Itisftrange, that when poffera, or poferiore, 
might have ferved inftead of a better word, that the 
autfior thould unluckily pitch upon poor'Uitéme, 


Anno ab Tscarnatione. 


Tf our author had known any thing of precifion, he 
would certainly have added N.S, J. C. ie. Nofiri 
Salvatoris Jefe Chrifi, which would likewife have 
looked very pretty, fince nothing in works of this 
kind is fo pretty as fingle capitals. But why could 
not fimply Axo Domini have ferved his turn, as brevity 
is no lefs to be confulted in inferiptions ? I fuppofe 
he was afraid, left pofterity fhould miftake it for the 
year of the Lord Mayor. However, if the author had 
been the leaft acquainted with the cuftom of the 
Romans on thefe occafions, he might have ‘borrowed 


avery elegant phrafe from them, I nfean, ano Uidis 
” Corditeey 
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Condit, which would have preferved to prflerity the 
Precife xra when the city of Lozdox was tirt built ; 
and this, there is no doubt, might have been accte 
rately fixed by the Antiquarian fociety affitted in their 
enquiries by the ruins of the city-gates, 


MDCCLX. : 
It may feem odd, that I thould find fault with thefe 
. Innocent letters ; but precifenefs obliges me to peine 
“out, that they are never applied in this manner in 
Latin jnferiptions, Had the author but dipped into 
AMontfaucon’s or Gracvins’s Antiquities, or even Suav’s 
Survey of Londou, he would haye found, that, inftead 
of CC, he fould have ufed Clg; and the leat obfer- 
vation would have informed him, that a poinw or 
dot was neceflary after fomc of the letters, as thus, 
M.DCI9.LX. The virtuofo’s eye muft be as much 
hurt by the vulgar MDCCLX, asit would be by the 
barbarous Arabic numerals 1760. 


Auppicati fine Princige Georcio Ter.io Renin em 
INCUNIC, = 
Avfpicatifias (the mott aufpicious), befides bei: 
moft egregious Anglicifm, is, at bet, bur a very 
doubtful compliment to his prefent Majelly, T have 





Touked into Hohoak’s dictionary, as it is Vulgarly cal. 
led, though the firtt and beft Mopreffion pr: perly 
files it Focabularium a Sanda Quereu, There I find 

Vor, Ii, G AS, teas 
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Aufpicatus [ab Aufpicium] anfpicious, malo’ fenfu fre- 
quenter ufitat, Omen aufpicatum, é, ¢. corverum, 
Circ. Aufpicata’ Mulier. Praut. @ ba? Bomar. 
Now, among the mot numerous and mot illuftrious 
tribe of iffmi, could not the author have culled out 
foie choice epithet of the fuperlative degree, that 
would not be liable to a double meaning ? Surely he 
might have met with pick and'chufe in abundance from 
the dedications to fcreign potentates ; fuch as in.. 
thofe to the French King, Chriftiani fina ; to the Spas 
nifo, Catholicifime 5 tv his Holinefs the Pope, Sacro- 
Sandtifimo. Yut the epithet, that might at once have 
céurred to our author, as moft fuitable to his pre- 
fent Majelty’s gharacter, (and, Tam fure, evetybne 
will agree with me) is. +++ Optio, 

To proceed «++ Our author is fo defirous of fet- 
ting down at length what ought to be exprefled in 
figures only (contrary to the known rules of infcrip- 
tion-writing) that here again he mut fubftitute 
Georgio Jertio jnflead of Georgio HI. as he would 
needs haye ultimo dic Odobris, ia the room of de 
Oddris XXXL. 1 atk him, did he ever fee Tertius 
or Sccnndus upon an halfpenny, a coin the nearet 
approaching to the copper medals of the Ceefars ? 
No. Even Charles the Second, who would not ftile 
himéelf either H. or Secundus (for fear, T fuppofe, of : 
offending the Puritans) sclegantly flgmped himfelf, on 
his carliet coins, Carolus a Cerofo; and J could not 
: have 
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have blamed our author, if, inflead of lengthening 
out If]. to TYertie, he had further extended it into 
Georgio a Friderico a Georgio a Georgio, 


Regnum jam ineunte. 


It is hoped, that the news-papers, magazines, and 
other faithful hiftories of the present times, will con- 
vince pofterity that his Majefty King George she Third 
sivas, on the lait day .of Ofeber, 1760, actually in the ~ 
kingdom; otherwife, from the above expreffion, 
they might naturally conclude the contrary, fince 
reguum jam ineunte can only be conftrued, jxf now 
coming into the kingdom; and fhould the unfortunate 
Yertio in the line above, happen to be defaced or worn 
out, pofterity will be apt to imagine, that the bridge 
was begun to be built at the time” that George he 
Firft landed on the fhore from Hanover, 


Prntis bujus, in veipublica commodum urd:fque majef> 
tatent, 

Here again my friend Holyoak mutt be called in to 
inform our author, that the propofition /x with an 
accufative cafe following it, generally fignifies agaiit’, 
and not for; fo that the fenfe of this paflage might 
be, that the bridge was fet on foot to the detriment of 
the public, and derogatory of the majefly of the city of 
Lendon. Nor would this intcrpretation appear 








Gao- ftrange, 
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firange, confidering the great difputes that have 
arifen about the form and conftruétion of its arches. 
But allowing thiefentence to bear a good meaning, 
it is certainly neceffary to make a flight tranfpofition 
of the words thus... Je Reipublice Majeftatem, Ur- 
bifque Commodum . . . for every one muft agree with 
me, that the bridge is undoubtedly erected for the ace 
commodation of the cits. = 
Before I have done with this paflage, I muft re- 
mark, that every clafic eye mutt be offended with 
feeing reipublicee {pelt at length, and made only one 
word of; whereas it ought to have been fplit in two, 
or, at leaft, contracted to reip. or reipubl, or to Rpub- 
lice, or fimply R, P. which latter is perhaps ‘fhe 
moft clegant way of writing it, as it is certainly the 
most ancient, and, (what muf further recommend 
it) confiita only of capitals, . 


Latt tum fagrante Bello. 

What mutt pofterity fuppofe from this fentence 
(which is put in a parenthefis, and might indced be 
better omitted), but that the bridge was built purely 
on account of the war? And can they conceive any 
other reafon, but that it was merely cefigned for the 
conveniency only of the trained bands crefling the 
water? Otherwife, what fignifies it, whether the- 
bridge was built in war-time or in peace ? Suppefe 
our worthy citizens had fet about it at the time of 

= the 
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the laft dreadful fire by St. Magaus church, the in- 
fcription in that cafe might have run... . Latd tum 
Hagranie Ionut... and this too with fome fhadow of 
‘a meaning, asit might have been {uppofed, that the 
efpoufers of Black Friars bridge thereby meant to ex<_ 
prefs their fecret with, that the fire might reach as 
far as its antagonift, the temporary bridge. Bur, 
after all, what has ¢w to do in this paffage? Is it 
placed there to fignify, that the war raged on the lait 
day of October particularly, or at the very isftant of 
my Lord-mayor’s laying the firft ftonc ? 


Portis bujusevcsee 
aS. P,Q. L. fifiepti. 

Here the author has for once aukwardly attempted 
to copy the ufage of the ancients on their public in- 
feriptions. Every {chool-boy can tell him, that 
S.P.Q.R fignifies the whole ftate of Rome, that is, 
the fenate and the people: but let us examine, whe- 
ther S. P, Q. L. comprehends the whole ~city of 
London, Now, it is well known, that the common- 
wealth of Rome was made up only of two bodies, 
to wit, the fenate and the people; whereas the city 
it compoted of, 

1, The Lord-mayor, or pretor. 

2. The Aldermen, or aldermanzi (there being no 
Jatin term equal to their dignity). 

7 G3 3s The 
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3. The Common-council-men, or Communis Con- 
eiiti Fratres. 

4. The ordinary freemen, or Likerii. 

‘Therefore the above capitals are not fafficient to 
denote this extenfive corporation, but they fhould 
ftand thus : 

@PA.C.C.FL.L.Q.L 
i.e. Pravore, Aldermannis, Communis Concilii Fratria 
bus, Libertify; Londinenfibus. And how much more 
noble do thefe numerous capitals look (P. A, C.C. 
F.L.Q,L.) than the {neaking S. P. Q_R. of the 
Romans ! 

But what are we tounderftand by Pontis fifcepsi 2. 
Let us again confult Holyoak, and he will inform us, 
that fufcipere opus, or fufcipere negotium may fignify to 
undertake any work or bufinefi ; but fifcipere onus, or 
Sufcipere pontem, mutt have a different conftruction ; 
aud Pontisa S. P. Q, L. fufcepti, in this place, can 
only be underftood, rbat the Lord-mayor, Aldermen, 
Commn Council, and Citinens, took up the bridge on their 
Stoulders, and carried it clear off. 


Prinum Lapidem pofeit 
Tuomas Cuirty, Males, 
Preto: 
Rogperto MYLNE Architeéto. 


‘he fuperficial common fcholar wil! hardly con- 
. ceive 
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ceive that any miftakes can poflibly have been made 
in this plain and fimple fentence ; but any one 
who is converfant in the method of infcriptions, will 
difcover many blunders. 

Iam credibly informed, that the firft plate, on 
which the infcription was engraved, was obliged to 
be Jaid afide on account of the engraver, who did 
not underftand Latin, cutting the line. Tho. Chitty 
Miies, (as if it was Mr. Tho. Chitty Mi'es) inftead of 
Thomas Chitty, Miles, a knight: and no wonder that 
the ignorant artift fhould commit fueh a blunder, 
when the manufeript had it originally To. a bar- 
barous abbreviation of Tomas, and the word Domi- 
nus, as Latin for Sir, (is €+ Knight) inftead of Milks. 
But does not any one fee, that Chitty fhould have 
been Chittivs, or rather Chitteins, a8 in the next line 
Mylne fhould be Mylseio; Thomas Chitteius, Roberto 
Mylneio? It is, indeed, a pity, that thefe words will 
not bear to be converted into true Lavin, like my 
friend Holyoak into Sandia Quercus; OF as the Rev. 
George White filed himfelf * Agricola Candidus, But 

* This excellent genius formerly publifhed a Latin news-paper 
and ftiled bimfelf by the name above-mentioned. He was indeed, 
obliged to have recourfe to the Greek language, as well as the Latin, 
on thisoccafion. Finding out that George, or rather Georgus, would 
in Greek charagters be Pewpyeg, and then finding out (in Schrevelius’s.” 
Lexicon) that this meant Agricola, he very happily firlt grevciacd, 
thence lasinized, his pronomen into that excellent appellation. 


G4 °- "as 
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as this cannot be, they ought, at leaft, to have a 
Latin termination; and every judge of antiquity will 
agree with me, that, without this addition, thefe 
names will found no Better than the familiar appellas 
tions of Yon Chiity and Bod Mylne. 


Uigque apud Pofteros extet Monumextum Voluntatis face 
erga Virum, 

Porntatis fee: Te is hard to determine, whether 
this means the Bridge’s affection, or Thomas Chitty’s 
and Rolert Mylne’s, whofe names immediately go be- 
fore; but it is obvious, that in the fit line the au 
thor has a double meaning, and intends a compli« 

- Ment to one of the city ftructures. .. UF Apud Poferag 
extet Monumen tum ; that the MonuMENT may rand 
to pofrity, In return for this Patriotic with, IT would 
Propoic, that as fome have idly conceived a prejudice 
againit Eliiptie arches (the moft frong and beautiful, 
of any), this line fhould be fixed on the centre arch, 
with a flight alteration. 

Arup Posteros exter Poxs, 





Qui Fizore Ingenii, Animi Conftantia, 
Probitatis & Vivturis fu Sec quadam Contagione, 
The firft line might have been this, that, or t’o- 

ther; but in the name of Latin, what is this felicé 

guadam Contagione? ... By a certain kind of a fort © 

of an happy contagion .., of what 2+... Prebitatis 
AS Fie 
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& Priutis fue. «bis own probity and virtue. Stay 
..«I thall wear out poor Holyoak, having ufed him: 
at, and ever fince I eft, fchool..* but no matter’ 
wlet mefee... 0h ... Contagio, f. [« contactus, 
contangere) Contagion «.. Now for his inftances .. + 
Abifis contagionem fpirat, Ter. and many others, not 
one of which but gives the word in a bad fenfe. But. 
even allowing that Contagio may be taken-in a good- 
fenfe, as it ig qualified with the epithet of felix, the 
line, after twilling and winding it which way you- 
pleafe, can only be under! ftood, that Mr. Pitt caughe : 
the happy contegion of his own probity and fpir't. But 
the author undoubtedly intended an ionuendo by this 
paffage, that the Lord-Mayor, Aldermen, and the 
yett of the Citizens, were infeed with the fame pro~ 
bity and fpirit.. . : 
. Kuperium Britannicum 
in Afid, Africd, et America, 
refituit, auxit, et flabil:vit- 
From the order of the words, and from the com- | 
mon method obferved in infcriptions, pofterity will 
doubtlefs conceive, that the author meant to particu: 
larize the different fuccefs of our arms in different 
parts of the globe; and they will naturally under- 
ftand this paflage as follows : 


in Afia ~ In Africa 5 Tn Amevicd- 
reflituit, auxit,. ( = frabilinit + 


that is» he reftored the Britifo empire in fz, he 
augmented it in Africa, he fecured it in Azzerica. 
Gs Every 
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Every body knows, that infcriptions fhould be as 

plain as poflible, and the leait liable to have their 

fenfe miftaken : 1 therefore cannot fuppofe, that our 
author fhould depart from this known rule, but 
rather imagine, that fome officious would-be-critic 

foifted in this line about fe, Africa, and America, 

becaufe Europe happens to come in the nextfentence, 
and he was willing to have all the four quarters of 

the globe together. I am convinced, that ourauthor 

would rather have brought in all the four winds,and 

have written it, in Euro, in Bored, in Aufiro, &e. 

Or had he faid, tum in Afid, tum in Africa, et Americé, 

reflituit, auxit, et fabilivit, there could have bera-no 
room to doubt of its meaning. 

Necuon patrie antiquum Honorem et Auélorisatem inter 

Europa Gentes inflauravit. 

A little lad, a relation of mine, who is in the 
third form at Wéfiminfler fchool, happened to Call 
upon me juft as I had finithed my lait remark. 
fet him to conftrue this paffage. He began... Nec- 
non, allo... .inflaurawit, he, he, he, (reflored, child} 
yeftored «.. axtiquum honorim, the ancient honour 
e+ + et andoritatem, and the authority... [good boy ! 
wonderful]... purrie@.. .{well!] of their coun- 
tries... [+heir countries, child?}... Yes, uncle, 
inter Euroy @ Gentes, arnong the nations of Eurepe. Upon 
my word, the boy fgt the paffige in a different light 
to what perhaps I fhould have {cen it in; amd pofte- 

. rity 
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tity mutt confider-our great patriot as the patriot of 
all countries, foes or friends, when they underftand, 
from this fentence(ae it cannot be well conftrued 
otherwite) that he reffored the ancient honour and authority 
[not only of b:s own,but) of each their feveral refpective 
countries ¢o all the nations of Burope. Had, indeed, 
the little word fue here happened to have flipt in 
«e+ Patria fax antiquum Honorem &F .Auttovitatemy 
&c, it would have given the fentence that mean- 
ing which the author doubtlefs intended it fhould con- 
vey. : 
Cives Londinenfes, uno Confenfit, 
huie Ponti infcribi. voluerunt Nomea 


GULIELMI PITT. 


It cannot be fufficiently lamented, that the inferip- 
tion throughout is fo intirely devoid of the genuine 
marks of juft and claffical compofition. I have point- 

_ ed out the egregions ignorance of the author, in this 
kind of writing, in his very firft line, ia vefibilo, as 
it were; and he has fhewn no lefs ignorance in the 
conclufion. Cives Londinenfes «. «What a pity it is 
that he had not made ufe of that magnificent range 
of capitals, P. ALC. C.F. La. Q, Las before recom= 
mended! but how docking is it, that the ignerant 
has vot had reading enough to know, that the letters 

were more full, 





» L. (nothing. more than C. 





PRAT Caer neue) Same rd 
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Frriptive by themfelves, than: with the wlelefs addition 
of ines ondinenfes } i 

The common ‘reader will hardly imagine that I 
fhould be able to {py out any miftake in the laft line; 
Galielmi Pitt; but Thope to prove, to the fatisfaction 
of every body, at leaft of every antiquary, that the 
author is wrong m both the chriftian and furname of 
this gentleman. Firft then,. it is well known, that 
‘the word Gulieimi was never wfed in infcriptions, ex- 
cept upon the barbarous modern medals, or coins, 
of King William IIT. I wonder the author did not 
write it Williami, which is certainty as good Latin for 
William as the ftrange Gulieimi ;. at leat; he might 
have barbaro-latinized it into Wilbelmi, or (as the 
chafte Roman alphabet abhorred a VV or W) called 
Vilbelmi. But, if it muft be fomething like Gulilni, 
is it n@ notorious, that it fhould be {pelt Guiledai, 
and not Guliehn?, as it is vulgarly and ignorantly 
written ? 

But to come to the name Pitt..... O what a 
glorious opportunity was here let flip of naturalizing 
an Englifb name into the Latin tongue,by a latiaizas 
tea ofit! 6... Pie! Pit! a row Engl word } 
Sink, ditch, bog, quagmire, «cu'd found equally 
noble, But if, inflead of this, ic had been written 
Fog, how grandly would that have founded ! And, 
forely, every admirer of antique learning will agree 
with me, that Foga! Guildai Fofie! .* . would 


have 
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Rave made the illuftrious name of the Fofas adored’ 
and remembered to all pofterity. Co 

As to the-objection, which will pofibly be raifed, 
that potterity may perhaps apprehend the word Fafa 
to mean Ditch inftead of Pits, that can have no force 
at all, as they will cafily find, that, though Will Pitt 
was at the head of the Miniftry at this prefent time, 
there was no fuch. perfon joined with him in the ad- 
miniftration as Will Ditch. It is true, indeed, that 
the city formerly joined swe names together in their 
prefentation of their freedom and gold boxes: it 
might therefore bea matter of fome wonder, that 
they did not think fit to couple them on the pres 
fent occafion, and at the fame time that they im- 
mortalized Guilds Fofz, they did not pay: the fame 
honours to Henricus Bi fonus Cruse 

And now: I-have touched upon the fub}eé of con- 
yerting Engi:/b proper names. intb Latin, I thall beg 
leave to enlarge upon it a litcle further, and to thew 
its peculiar elegance and propriety. We cannot but 
be fenfible,. that moft of our Engii/s names,. which 
have any meaningat.all, are borrowed from the low- 
eft, and fometimes the moft ridiculous, as well as 
offenfive objects. Thus, for. inftance, what can be 
more shocking to a delicate.ear, then Mangey, Rag, 
Belcher, Gorge, Grub,, ‘frollop, Nanny, Huffey, 
&c. &c, &cenot to mention fgme others,. that bor- 


der 
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der very nearly on indecency. Many, again, take 
their appellation from the loweft tradefmen and me- 
chanics ; fuch as Smith, Mafon, Gardener, Packer, 
Dyer, ‘Turner, Taylor, Cook, Cooper, Carter, 
Draper, Glover, Butcher, Plumber, Painter, Carpen- 
ter, &c- Almoft all kinds of beafts, birds and fifhes, are 
alfo to be found among us; as Buck, Stag, Hart, 
Hind, Fox, Hare, Bull, Bullock, Lamb;—Duck, 
Drake, Gofling, Crow, Hawk, Kite, Heron, Crancy 
Parrot, Vartridge,Cock, Woodcock ;—Sprat, Herripg, 
Crab, Whiting, Salmon, &c, The four quarters of the 
wind, Eaft, Weft, North, and South, are alfo fre- 
quently ufed as furnames ; and almoft all the colours. 
of the raihbow are appropriated to the fame pur- 
pofes; as Green, Scarlet, Grey, Brown, Black, 
Blackhall, Blackmore, White, Waitehead, Redhead, 
&c. Ever the different parts of our habitations fur. 
nifh us with no inconfiderable number of names: 
we have Houfe, Garden, Court, Wall, Hall, Kit- 
chen, Garret, Stair, Chambers, Wood, Stone, Lock, 
Key, Street, Lane, &c. We have alfo Fields, Meas 
dows, Hills, Rivers, Lakes, Ponds, Pools, Dykes, 
Hedges, &c. in abundance. Some parts of the body 
likewife ferve for the fame end ; as Head, Scull, Leg, 
Foot, Trotter, &c. But why need I dwell any longer 
on this fubject? There are Rich and Poor, Sharp 
and Elunt, Young and Eld, Long and short, Small ; 
- and 
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and Great, Walker and Rider, Swift, Haftings, and 
On-flow ; with a variety of other names taken from 

the moft common aétions of our Kivese 
Let us then fuppofe, that thefe names, or the moft 
vulgar and difagreeable of them, were to be changed 
anto Latin: it would perhaps be objected, that the 
words ia either language would fill bear the fame 
import 5 yet it mutt be allowed, that the found being 
altered, the ear is not fo immediately shocked, or the 
mind fo directly ftruck, with the vulgarnefs or indeli- 
cacy of .their meaning. For inftance, though the 
“name Biber Should of right belong to nobody but 2 
Dutchman, the Latin word Eradator greatly alleviates 
the filthinefs of its meaning by the magnificence of 
its found: at leaf, it would not be inferior to the 
title of that Emperor, who laid a tax ona certain na- 
tural evacuation, and was thence, by his flatterers | 
filled Urinator, Belides, there are a great many Eng» 
tifh wanes, that nearly refemble thofe of the mot 
illustrious families and offices in old Rome: thus 
the Smiths, by a very fair allufion, might be ftiled 
rapricrr, the Gardeners Hor TEnsti, the .Zaylors 
Sarterit, the Drapers Tocati,the Mafons viLes, 
fe. fc. Fe. So in other inftances, Long would 
be readily converted into LoxGInvs, as Short would 
be Curtivs, Great or Greathead might be called 
Maximus, or Capito MAXIMuS $ Young (efpeci- 
ally the reverend fatirift of that name) would not be 
improperly 
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improperly ftiled Juvenazts, as £2 or Oidbin 
might fairly make Seneca ; Sui? or Haftings is 
Fasvinus, and Gu-flow direétly anfwers to Lentue 
Lvs, So allo ameng the colours, White may be 
_ither Atsivs or Canpipus, as* Blatk or Blacka” 
ail may at once affume the title of the Emperor. 
Nicer; and: pray what is Furevs, to whom Horace 
addreffes:one of his odes, but downright Brown ? 
Suppofe, therefore, a gentleman of the name of 
Wenman or Warton, would he not be proud to be called. 
after Crcero, who received that name on account 
of a wen or avant growing on the fide of his face? 
And the Ltalian muician,. whom the courtefy: of. ther 
galleries have, ina manner, naturalized by the ap- 
pellation of Nof, would, I believe, very readily ex- 
: change it for that of the Poet Naso; whom we may 
conclude to have been fo calledafor the very fame 
reafon, if we confider his fuppofed intimacy .with a 
certain lady: of the firtt fathion in his time.. “ 
But the utility ef this procecding is fill further 
evident from the practice of other nations in affairs 
of this kind. ‘The French, perhaps corfcious of the 
lightnefs and futility of their own language, always 
“make ule of this manner of writing on their public 
monuments; and their famous deademy of Lferipn 
sions, &e, was eltablithed for fcarce any other purpofe-” 
than to find. out proper Latin words for the names 
of thofe illuftrious perfonages, whe are, by thefe 
i ‘ . means, 
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means,to be immortalized. Thus, on a medal ftruck 
in memory of their famous poet Racine, that word 
fignifying a Root, they have called him Radix 
on another, in honour of the two Corneilles, father 
and fon, they have been contented, by a flight mu- 
tation, to ftile them Cornelii Pat. et Fil. i €. Pater et 
Filixs ; but, 1 am informed, they are preparing ano. 
ther alfo for the fon of the latter, on which is to be 
infcribed the claffical name of CorNnELIUS NEPOS, 
+ Nepos, in their language, fignifying the Pesit- 
Fils, ov Grandfon. 

The Dwich (who have always preferved a true talle 
for compofitions of thie kind, as well as for the 
finett branch of criticifm, that of emending letters) 
are very accurate in the tranflations of their excellent 
Dutch names into Latin, One inftance may fuffice 
forall. In the church of Rotterdam, on the monu- 
ment of shat famows Burgomafter (the firft projector 
of ftock-jobbing), Mpnheer Clan Lugger-Dugger 
Figaledy-wWiggleop Lelter-gkelter, he is concifely 
ftiled in the moft elegant latinity ... Omnium Gatherum+ 

Having then thefe great examples before our 
eyes, what fhould hinder this nation, which, though 
flow at invention, is ever ready at improvement, 
from making itfelf equally remarkable for its tafte in 
fimilar undertakings? A noble opportunity offers 
iMfelf in the public monument fhortly to be ereéted 5 


sod, if the infcription concerning acity bridge mufe 
ha 
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be in Leitz, the infcription on this monument will 
undoubtedly be ir the fame language ; at leaft it 
ought to be fo, if for no other reafon, than that the 
name of Wolf will admit to be datizized into Lupus, 

But to return from this digrefion... AsI have 
found fo much fault with the prefent form of the 
city infeription, Y may be afked, perhaps, what other 
could I fubftitute in its ftead? To this I anfwer... 
If we would confult elegance, clearnefs, ftrength and 
brevity of expreffion, if we would regard the ufual 
practice in thefe cafes, it fhould certainly run fomes 
what in the following manner: = 


os NON. VIII. MENS, 
A.U.C. MM.C LXXIX, 
T. CHITTEIO PR, 
PONT. 
APA C.C.F.L.Q4KIcoNsTR, ~ 
. LAP, P. Py 

What can be more plain and intelligible than. 
this? What can look nobler and more fignificant 
than this? An antiquarian could hang over it with 
Yapture for hours, nay, years together, and find out 
the beauty of every fingle capital, But, as the 
author of the prolix and wordy city infeription will 
doubtlefs be Puzzled to get at its meaning, Iwill 
‘condeicend to become a decypherer to his igno- 
Fances : a 
“ NON. 
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“NON. VIII. MENS. Nonis Odavi Menfis, on 
the nones of the eighth month, that is, Odfobcr “31. 

If we look, indeed, into the Roman calendar, as 
adapted to ours, at the end of the dictionaries, we 
fhall find it differently fet down; but, alas! the 
editors have never confidered the alteration of the 


Sylee 


> AL Us Ce MM.C.LXXIX. Anno Urbis Conditee, 
in the year from the firft building of the city 2179, 


‘Phe ‘date-of this ara is modeftly fet down from 
wothentic‘records; but there are traces of its foun- 
dation-much earlier; though it does not appear, 
either from Stow’s Survey, or Maitland’s Hifory of 
* London, that the Mayors were called Lords, or that 
any of the Citizens were knighted, till a long while 


after this period. 
= 


T. CHITTEIO PR. Ybomad Chitteio Pratore, 
PYonias Chitty being Mayor. 
© Though no one can be better affected to his Ma- 
jefty than myfelf; yet I thought it unneceflary, 
in a city infcription, to mention the time of his 
beginning to reign, efpecially if no better expreffion can 
be found then regnum jam ineunte. It is fufficient 
fo remark the precife date by the manner I have ~ 
done; from the year of the firft building of the - 
city; but, if this fhould be uncertain, authentic 
records 
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records will fully prove it, by informing pofterity 
in what year Thomas Chitty was Mayor; and, as— 
to Georgio Tertia Regnum Jam ineunte, it might as 
well have been faid Thomé Chitty Mayoraltum jam 


exeunte, Thomas Chitty jut going out of his Mayor- ~ 
alty, 


PONT. AP. A.C. C. F. Le Qe L. CONSTR. 
LAP. P. P. Poatis a Pretore, Aldermannis, &cs 
(as explained before) con/ruendi Lapis primus ponebatur, 
ofa bridge to be built by the Mayor, Aldermen, 
&c. the firft flone was laid... This is cléar, fhort, » 
and fignificant.... But you will fay, as a compliment 
to Mr. Pitt is neceffary, how is that to be exe 
prefled ? Why in the fame concife and intelligible 
manner, : « 


GUIL. FOasz& ao 
- PATR. PATRIA D.D.D, 

Ts their any occafion to explain thefe letters ? 
Guilelno Foffe Patri Patria Daiur, Dicatur, Dedi- 
catur, dedicated to William Pitt, the father of his: 

‘country, Sie 

It is now high time to have done with this dry 
and uninterefting fubje& ; for fo it may appear to 
all who are not converfant in antiquity ; ang. 
though I could eafily have confirmed my remarks 
by numerous quofations from ancient and_ modern 


{ 45 J 

authors and critics, yet I chufe rather to leave it 
to the true virtucfo to determine whether my cri- 
ticifms are jut or groundlefs. I thali only obferve 
further, that, as the infcription, which has given 
rife to this little work, is faid to have been en- 
graven on fure tix, I think, with more propriety, 
it might have been upon pure dead. 


POSTSCRIPT. 


My pubiifigr having informed me, that this pamphlet 

avas bos J place in the Daily Advertifer, I feat 
my amanuenfis to Jenour over the door, to know the 
reafon; but the fellow having been accuflomed only to 
fet down fo many words, without knowing, or even en- 
quiring after, their meaning «+ « confequentiy having 
very little practice of memory « » be quite forgot what 
avas faid to him. I muft therefore defire Jewour over 
the door awl? be pleafed to acquaint my publifoer, qwhy 
the fame favour fhould not be foewn by bim to my learned 
Jabours, as to other works of genius and literature ; 
efpecially as Jenour over the door could not have read 
a line of my work, as the advertifement was fent him 
before it was publifhed, 


A LYRIC 


{ 146] 
A LYRIC EPISTLE, 


TO MY COUSIN SHANDY, ON RIS COMING TO TOWN. 
BY J.8 HALL, Esq, 
Dear Saanpy, 


You know there goes a tale, 
How Jonas went aboard a whale, 
: Once for a frolic, 
And the whale fet fail 
With a fair gale, 
And got the cholic ; 
And after a great fplutter 
Spew'd him up, upon the coat, 
Jutt like a woodcock on a toatt, 
With trail and butter. 
T fhould have thought him much to blame, 
Had he gone back the way he came. 
So when you're over head and ears in debt, 
You'll fume and fret ; 
When oace you're wip’d clean, if you prefume 
To plunge yourfelf again, fret on and fume, 
So when a man has loft his wife, 
He makes a pother. 
But he deferves to lofe his life, 
1f he will ever venture on anothers 
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So when a mifs juft enters in her teens, 
She makes a coil, 
Becaufe the knows not what fhe means 
-—You lofe your labour and your oil. 
But by and by, 
After you have taken your degrees, 
Tf you will try, 
You'll be inftall’d with eate, 
And you may take a flight 
Upright, 
Like me, 
And drogufike Icarus into a vacant fea. 
“And fo, bécaufe comparifons are odious, 
Pray tell me plain, 
Whether the theatre in Drury-lane, 
Or that of York, is moft commodious ; 
And to oblige you, 
Vil tell you @ ftory of Elijah :— 

As he was walking by a wood in fober fadnefs, 
Clofe by a mob of children ftood, 
Commenting. on his fober mood, 

And taking it for madnefs : 
In their opinions 


They hung together jut like onions, 
And back’d them, like fuch fort of folks, 
With a few ftunes, and a few jokes ; 
“Till, weary of their pelting and their prattle, 
» He order’d out his bears to battle: 
It 
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It was delightful fun 
Te fee them run 
And eat up the young cattle. 
Now, had Elijah chang’d the fcene, 
From thinking and walking 
To drinking and talking, 
Or any pleafant fituation, 
It would have cur’d the fpleen, 
And fav’d a lapidation, 


Your affectionate-coufin,.” 


ANTONY SHANDY. 


AN EPISTLE 


TO THE GROWN GENLTEWOMEN THE MISSES OF ¥##* 


BY THE SAMEe 





La mofica et gli abici fano della vagha invencione di Bartolomce 
Cogliane, poeta tirico et virtuofo della camera della faa excel 
Jenza la Signora Conteffa *.#  ® procuratrice di San Giacomo, 


LADIE S, I love you dearly, 
And for a proof I fend this letter ; 
‘To deal with you fincerely, 
I dare not offer any better. 
Manly 
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+ Many of your mamas 

Would look upon it as a fin, 
Becaufe, - 

They and their daughters are fo near akin, 

Jt would be wading both through thick and thing 
Time alfo, the beft tutor of all others, 

Has open’d my deluded eyes 5 

I have made fools enow amongtt your mothers ; 
I with it was as eafy to make you wife. 


This, fays Mifs Notable, is pofitive grimace 5 
He ee 3 to rub the mould off an old face 
- ‘By being fmart and fly : 
Juf as a houfewife thinks you'll eat 
Her fufty meat, 
‘When it is feafon’d in a pye. 


Mifs Notable, you are a cynic s 
And though in Greek it means a bitch, 
I only mean you are a mimic, 
When you fet up to be a witch. 
Can you imagine me fo queer 
An engineer, 
‘Yo think of making my advances 
By fancies ? ; 
I know that an approach is made 
Sideways, and by infinuation ; 
1 know my trade; 


eh.» H But 
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But not by a rhetorical, 
Or metaphorical, 
Or verbal défputation, 
But by a real zig-zag operation. 
I would as foon attempt to take a city 
With fugar plumbs, 
Inftead of bombs, 
As take a mifs by being witty : 
Or to take you, 
When you're in cue, 
‘To romp and grapple, 
Like Eve, 
Taking you only by the fleeve, 
And pulling out an apple. 
A mifs that’s brought up in a boarding-fehoo!, 
Or ina cloyfer, 
Is like a fool, 
And like an oyfter: 
For though a bungles can’t get at her, 
An oyfter-monger, who has thought on’t well, 
And underftands the matter, 
way into the fhell, 
Like any eel 


Contrives 





Into a wheel 
Of wicker, 
Gibiing the oyfler and the lignor, 
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The reafon why fhe is like a ftool, methinks 
Is this ; 
(I do not mean a ftool that ftinks, 
‘That never can be like a mifs) 
I mean a ftool, 
Not in the nature of a chair, 
But a mere tool, 
Placed in a corner here and there, 
With ‘an intent 
Not to be ufeful—but for ornament 5 
Juft hike the image of a Chinefe lubbard, 
Sitting upon a:chimney-piece or cupboard. 
Yet when a drawing-room is full, 
Or when a company draws near 
That blefled fphere, 
Where all are happy that are dull, 
And they are taken up with fome debater, 
You clap you down flipping afide, 
And fo your ftool is occupy’d 
Sooner or later. 
Aad fo a mifs that’s thrown afide like lumber, 
Although they watch her, 
Will find occafions without nmaber, 
If any one’s iaclin'd to catch her. 


When a man’s faying all he has tof y, 
And fomething comes acrofs the way, 
_ With-ut a provocation, * 
H: Ido 


C 152 J 
‘Ido not call it a digreffion, 
But a temptation 
Which requires difcretion: 
And therefore I petition 
For leave to give a definition 
Of the word Reputation : 
’Tis an impreffion ora feal 
Engrav’d, not upon fteel, 
On a tranfparent education, 

Which, held up to the light, 
Difcovers all the ftrokes and touches 
That mark the lady of a knight, 

A mantua-maker or a duchefs, 
A mifs brought up in fairy. courts, 
Practis’d in fublunary fports, 
And contemplations in the dark, 
Is apt to be furpriz’d 
By a fuperior power, difguis’d 
Like an attorney’s clerk ; 
Oft in the darkeft night, when every head 
Is wrapt in fleep, 
And free from cares, 
He fallies from the deep, 
Stealing up the back ftairs, 
And without dread 
He'll creep 
Upon you unawares 
Into your bed, 
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A fairy is a cunning elf, 
And {cldom meditates a rape 
In any fhape 
That you fufpec yourfelf, 
Sometimes in front he will appear 
Juft like a barber’s block, 
And fometimes hang upon your rear, 
Drefs’d in your footman’s frock. 
When once youare enchanted, 
You are commonly poffefs’d all night, 
Like an houfe that’s haunted, 
’ And, like a haunted houfe, a prieft mutt fer you 
right. 
And then, by reafon of your tender age, 
You are no Jefs in danger 
From Hamcer and RANGER, 
The enchanters of the ftage: 
You are not open to fo many faares, 
From dancers, fingers, 
And fiddle-ftringers, 
As from players. 
Players make love by letters patent, 
All other artifts are excluded, 
And now and then it has fo happen’d, 
‘The law has been eluded ; 
~ And by a trick of a logician, 
No lavyer’s whim: . 
acd H3 For 
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For inftance, if the artift’s a mefician, 
You muft convert the propofition, 
That is, you fouft make love to him. 
Ido not mean, my dears, 
To alarm you with my fears, 
Though I could bring examples recent, 
And make reflections, 
To thew that fuch amours are neither decent, 
Nor good for your complexions, . 
Let but a fingle fpark of fire fall 
Into a powder magazine, 
It blows up all, 
Quite and cleans 
So when you have finifh’d a neat billet dou¥ 
All but the flopping, 
And you’re in raptures leaning, 
A drop of ink, you know not how, 
Comes dropping, : 
And blots out all the meaning. 
Tf you delight in flops, 
And will be always tafting and touching, 
You may meet flops where a few drops 
Will blot ‘your *fcutcheon : ‘ 
Your face breaks out in fpots, or you’re inflated 
To a degree, 
So as to be 
Homanculated, 
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T quite forgot, I was in fuch a trance, 
‘To give a hing, 
Afquint, . 
About a country-dance. 
Dancing contributes greatly, ’tis confefs’d, 
‘Yo open and dilate your chett, 
And is exceeding. good 
To purify the blood 
And humours ; 
But if you it too long, and cool too quick, 
Your hand is feiz’d and you fall fick. 
Ie focle quafit felk—-alh over=tunoure, 
Shaking, ae if you fiook a ftick, 
Tingling and numb, 
Finger and thumb, 
Paralytic. 
If people would but ftick to their profefions, 
You would be dancing, 
Not fitting and romancing, 
Like an old juftice at a feffions. 
Suppofing now you have efcaped all rocks, 
Not without many fhocks 
Amongft the thoals of calumny and rancour, 
Thank Heaven you are not firanded 3 
‘Throw out your anchor, 
And then do what you pleafe when you are landed. 
» Sure | {peak plain enough, you underftand 
"That I would have you marry out of hands 
aid H4 Whether 
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Wheiher you wed a coxcomb ora floven, 
By fair means or by cayin ; 

Martiage refembles a perpetual oven, 

Your chief espence and trouble’s in the making, 
Which need not be repeated, 

Unlefs you are cheated, 

Trom the firft time you put a cake in; 
For after that, without being heated, 

ft will continue fit for baking ; 

Conftantly ready night and day, 

If you don’t bake at home, your neighbour may. 
Do but contemplate a pudding’s end ; 
There is a ftring goes round about 

Her fnout : 
The firing is very much the pudding’s friend, 

He keeps her within bounds, or elfe fhe would be 

fpoil’d, 
And by his means the gets well boil’d. 
Look at that {pit again ; 
What is it keeps your meat from burning ? 
It is a chain 
That humours it in turning, 
And by that means, as you have often boafted, 

Your meat is always uicely roafted. 
Ju fuch another tye is marriage ; 

Ttake the marriage-noofe, or wedding-ring, 


If you are prudent in your carriage, ‘ 
To be a pudding-ftring ; . x. he - 
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And for the marriage-chain,’tis prov’d as clearae glafa 
To be but a jack-chain2 chain for a jack-afs. ’ 
Tis all made out as fine af filk ; 
Now attend, my lovely laffes, 
And V’ll provide you all with affes. 
—You fhall not want for affes milks 
I with a mifs was like a leek, 
Whofe head is long, 
And ftrong, 
Altho’ the tail 
Be frail 
And weak. 
T could fay in three words all that T have to fpeak 3 
Diflemble 
Whether you refemble 
‘The proud or meek. 
Meeknefs and pride alike inflame defire, 
A truth well known among the wenchers ; 
So oil or brandy thrown into the fire 
Are neither of them quenchers ; 
Take that which fuits you beft, my gentle dames, 
Either will do to fet a houfe in flames. 
*Tis not fufticient to inflame, 
You mutt provoke, but you mutt tame. 
Obferve the anglers, 
‘They don’t take every fith that comes ; 
‘ So mary of yourdanglens 
At. bet bull-Leads and millers’ thumbs, 
4 H 5 Acaptain 
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A-captain, or fome pretty feilow, 
May dangle with you at a rout ; : 
Juft as they fifh for falmon with a menow, 
Or a ved clout: 
But when you walk with Strephon arm in arr 
And feel all over new-milk warm, 
Whitt he complains of Penalties and pains, 
You'll feem 
Like an iced cream, 
If you have any brains, 


Adam was weary of a fingle life, 
And feeing Eve bathfyl and nice, , 
He thought-her fitterfora wife. 
Than any beatt in Paradife. 
So when a "{quire fees a maiden coy, 
He makes a jointure, 
And in a fit of joy 
Prefers her to a pointer. 
Milton’s delay, it is no word of my inventing, 
Lies in a point, 
If you can hit the joint, 
Between forbidding and confenting : 
Juft like the cream of which you have been told, 
Delicious, when ’tis not too cold. 
All fmall delays are right ; 
They make folks keen, 
Whether they mean 
To play or fight, 
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So at a battle and a cocking, 
The combatants, before they let them go, 
Stand a little while and crow. 
And when you throw the ftocking, 
After the bride and bridegroom’s bedded, 
"The bride, encouraged by that paufe, 
Yields to the laws, 
And is beheaded. 


A LYRIC EPISTLE. 


10 THE GROWN GENTLEMEN, THE STUDENTS OF 
DIVINITY IN —— COLLEGE, OXFORD, : 


BY TRISTRAM SHANDY, GENT. 
Experientia docet. 
BY THE SAMEe« 


GENTLEMEN, 1am your friend and advifer, 
As a proof of which I fend you this letter, 
_'To make you all wifer, 
And in the end, perhaps, a good living the better. 
As you are defign’d 
¥or the fervice of the church, 
Vil tell you my mind: 
J would not have you enter 
Into orders at a venture, 
| Left in a twenty-pound curacy-seu fhould be left in 
the jareh. 
H6 You 
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You think, perhaps, by ftudying divinity, 
And acquiring a little claffical latinity, 
By being grave and fober, 
And not drinking too much wine and Oétober, - 
‘Fhat you may rife in time to the mitre ; * 
You may as welt fuppofe, 
Even tho’ it ftinks in your nofe, 
That a dirty fhirt at college, 
Worn a week in purfuit of ufelefs knowledge, 
May by Saturday night be grown whiter. 
‘ But as the dirt 
Wears not off the thirt, 
So [ll tell you what: 
Let-not any one be fo queer * 
An engineer, 
As to think of making his advances 
‘By fuch fancies ; . 
For that is not, 
Whatever the novice believes, 
‘The way to get his arms into a pair of lawn fleeves, 
I know my trade, . 
‘Which tho’ it be made ” 
By fome a mighty ferious occupation, 
T have found that to laugh 
Is better by half, 
And more likely to get a prefentation. 
. © 2? Tis all reso fram 
To ftand preaching hum-drum, 
| And 
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And telting old tales of repentance s 
You had better burlefque 
Both pulpit and defk, * 
And turn up your female acquaintance : 
J do not mean in the way of carnality, 
That would ill agree with a parfon’s formality 5 
But in the way of feience, 
‘That’s privileg’d to fet all decorum at defiance, 
Thus, to make your devotion 
Affift your promotion, 
Your way is, with lufcious romances 
'To tickle your patron’s fancies ; 
To whom you will never do well 
To talk about heaven or hell yg 
Unlefs in the way of digreffion, 
To vary the turn of expreffion. 
There’s ne’er a lord or *fquire, 
Tho’ fenfelefs as king Log, 
When once fet agog 
After a mifs Tawdry, 
By the help of your bawdry, 
But will give you as good a living as you can de 
fire: 
And thus a prebendary, 
By one bold vagary, 
Tho’, as I was a faying, 
He would never get 7sthing by praying, 
May fometimes a fortune acquire ; 


Believe 
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Believe me-—Experto 

Crede Roberto. 

Do you thittk it hard to get 

A fufficient flock of wit, 
And due portion of learning or fun ? 

Lord! be your tale as dull 

As e’er enter’d barren fkull, 

Mix it well with that fame 

(I mean * * * * without a name) 

In one page a fquint, 

In the next a broad hint, 
And, the world to a nut-fhell, ’twill run, 
Indeed, as to the fubjeét matter, 
Of that you my§ learn the fcientific fmatter ; 

And if you're to feek, 
Confult— do you fee 
The Venus Phyfique 
Of the fage Maupertuis; 
Or, rather, 
What my father, 

Or, more precifely, my uncle and he 
Determined about the Homunculi, 
With which the young ladies are inflated, 
When they are firft marticulated. 
But as precept is enfore’d by example, 
I thail here give you a little fample. 
When you treat of thetmemerttcts to be dreaded, 
‘Wherein the maidens are beheaded, 





‘ 
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Begin by advancing the notion 
{That is in your prolegomena), 
Thar all natural phenomena 
Are the effects of matter and motion ; 
So that the blow 
May be either fait or flow, 
Jf fo be that the momentum 
Of the rentum fkentum 
Be in both cafes equal ; 
And that the attraction and repulfion 
QOccafion the fame revulfion, 
‘When the like is the fequel. 
Or thus; by the doétrine of propagation, 
As illuftrated by eledtrification, 
‘When by means even of a bit of wire 
Two bodies are fet on fire ; 
Say when, by virtue of due conftriction, 
The tubes are right in friétion, 
Propria qua maribus ; 
If the vibrations be not ftrong, 
Whether they be fhort or long, 
Cxteris paribus, 
The cffeét is the fame, 
To Jight up a mutual flame, 
A learned fmattering 
Thus fetting you once chattering, 
You run readi'y into a (ey 
- Had at critics may venture to finile ; 


Por 
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For what need there any {kill 
To fay whate’er one will, 
Or to write even the fon of Ariftarchus dead ? 
When allowed by profeffion, 
Full power of digreffion, 
And to fet down whate’er comes into one’s head : 
It may be done with as much eafe 
As a blackbird whitftles, 
Or as I write fuch epiftles 
As thefe. 
TristRAM SHANDY. 


A SENTIMENTAL DIALOGUE 
BETWEEN TWO SOULS, 


IN THE PALPABLE BODIES OF AN ENGLISH LADY 
OF QUALITY, AND AN IRISH GENTLEMAN. 


BY THE SAME. 
Triftram Shandy prefents his compliments to the Gene 
temen of Ireland, and begs their acceptance of a 


Sentimental offering, as an acknowledgement dre to 
the country where he was borne 


PREFATORY CHAPTER, 


I Neither fay, nor Terai fay, thatit congits in 
the frequency Heaven forbid it thould; but I deo) 
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fay, believe, and maintain, that the happinefs of 
life depends upon it. 

As a total privation embitters all-other bleffings, 
an abundance thereof is more than a palliative for 
every evil under the fun. In low life, how in- 
ventive! how fubtile! how full of refources! even 
to lay the florms of adverfity under contribution ! 
like the Switz peafant, buried in his cottage for 
three long winter months under a mountain: of 
fhow, it turns the moft dreary and uncomfortable 
habitation into a kind afylum from the inclemency 
of ‘fortune, 

How fharp is the tooth of adverfity! how ter 
rible are its ghaftly wounds! Your favourite child 
drowned! A hog joftled him over the bank into the 
river, as he was playing with his companions b 
the water-fide, 

Your cow, the fupport of three others, loft in 
fabour; and the flattering hopes of a golden calf 
forever blafted! Hunger, where is thy fling? Na- 
kednefs, where.is thy reproach ?—Within that tat. 
tered blanket thou wilt find confolation and refrethe 
ment, and pais, perhaps, as precious moments as my 
Lord Mayor in his connubial bed of damafk- the 
motto om which I have always looked upon as fools 
uh, wicked, and prefumptuous, 


—O Lord, thew us the Dixie nos, Domine ; 





( foolih, Becaufe it is againit a wife TMAwithout .an 


ie id Bee he Set 
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exceptionare Deus interfit, nif digius vindice nodus 
——prefumptuous and wicked, as it audacioufly pre- 
Tuppofes a fufficient ability annexed to the incum- 
bent, of performing the journey by him(fclf, with- 
out any antecedent preparatiun—except a guide. 
After all, I believe it is ouly a mittake of the Court 
of Aldermen—If they had confulted their chaplain’ 
upon the occafion, he would have fet thein right 
-—for they undoubtedly meant to fay Lrige nas, 
Domine—that it may pleafe thee to raife up thofe, 
that fall, to ftrengthen fuch as do find, and to 
comfort and help the weak-hearted—for the rett, 
he would have faid, my Lady Mayorefs, will, agin. 
duty bound, infallibly continue to direét and guide’ 
you in the right way. 


. 


VOL. XIL—-—CHAP. XUL 


TELL Lady Betty Oméga that breakfait waits.= 
Her Ladythip is coming, your Honour.—My dear, 
you look divinely to day——you abfolutely grow 
younger.—— There is no impoffbility in growing 
handiomer Sir Phelim—kind treatment may do that 
without a miracle ; but as to growing younger, it 
is one of thofe fafhionable comp.iments that rather 
mortifies than ple edes the oie vanity it 
Tippotee i ELS eA athe adden tas Sak. 
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nuates that one’s beauty, in. the natural courfe of 

things, ought to be in its declenfion. 
However, if I really am handforber to-day than 
I was yelterday, it cannot be helped—I know I 
am quite a journal; Tam journaliere, anal afk yef- 
terday’s pardon: befdes, you know, I never look 
well in the morning, without 1 have had a very good. 
night.—Now and then I bave obferved, Lady Betty, 
that a very good morning has produced the fame 
efiect—upon the whole, Lady Betty, few women 
have better nights than your Ladyfhip, which is the 
“ yeafon, I fuppofe, of your-looking fo much hand- 
fomer in a morning than moft women in general dos, 
——Sir Phelim, I confefs, from your behaviour, 1 
have no reafon to think time has made any great 
havock of my charmis.—I heartily wifh that all my. 
countrywomen, who have been as long married, and, 
have had as many children, could fay the fame. 
thing—but tendernefs is little known, and atten- 
tion lefs, to the moody hufbands of this ifland.— 
You feem to make a diftinétion, my dear, where 
there is none. If there. is tendernefs, there will 
be attention of courfe; at leait, the latter cannot 
exift without the former, for a length of years, with 
that rigour and pundluality that, I flatter myfelf, mine, 
has always been marked with; but as you were 


- going to pafs a compliine-* ped upon my 
--countrymen, Lady Betty, give me leve, as their 


re prefentative, 





4 
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Teprefentative, to thew you for once, that it is pof- 
fible for an Iritiman to poflefs a fma'l thare of mon 
defty ;—-with your permitfion, therefore, we will 
change the fubje@, 

What have you got in your hand, my dear ?— 
An employment for you, Sir Phelim.——Nothing 
can came more apropos, iny dear, for Lam woefully 
dfoewuré; IT have jut received an account that 
my behaviour in our filly parliament has incurred 
the indignation of the Almighty ; apd this noti- 
fication is accompanied with a minifterial thunders 
bolt; that is, I mut put on fackcloth, or turn 
out of my Irith employment. The condition.$eMe. 
you that I have refigned, and I am ready to ace 
cept of oue from you, upon any terms,’ Tig 
what I have long expected, Sir Phelim; but thanks 
to my uncle, who is in heaven, they cannot fo eafily, 
turn you out of a good Englith eftate, Thefe 
foolith people don’t know that we can make a fhift 
to exilt comfortably, even in the country, with 
hardly a chrifian to converfe with.—Our refources 
that way are certainly few.—i he parfon’s wife, you 
know, is’only a chriftian by courtefy, as her hufs 
band is a gentleman.—My neighbour, your hefita- 
tion in former days, when you were a kuight in 
arms, is of a dubious kind —J always recall that 
feene with pleafyemaenti gt timed ever faw you, 
Sir Phelim, v 4s at the widow Wadman’s, at thax tin > 

? lege a 
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afine romping girl, jut upon the point of mare 
riage with her late hufband; a very unfuitable 
match, I thought, both as to age, difpofition, and 
conftitution : then and there were you doing duty 
upon her after a review ball, where you had the 
honour to be her partner.—However, as the widow 
poffefles three good points of Chriftianity, Faith, 
Hope, and Charity——at leait paffive Charity——ig 
you will anfwer for the active—for her good works, 
Sir Phelim, the thall pafs for a chriftian in this po. 
fition—with fuch aide-de-camps would I bury myfelf 
alive with you, Sir Phelim, rather than bend to the 
very beft of them—my family pride is not a bit 
leflencd by my connection with youm——l {hall 
never forget my faucy, {neering brother's {peech to 
* me before we were married—I had twenty reafonss 
for which you muft give me credit for never men, 
tioning it to you till this moment.——Lady Betty, 
faid he, I hear you are going to be married to one 
of the greateft O's in all Ireland.——Our family, fifter, 
is proud enough without bringing fo great a per- 
fonage into it to make us prouder—A prince they 
tell me; the thirteenth of his ilhuftrious name—a 
circumftance that, I think, Lady Betty will not 
overlook in the number of his accomplifhments, 
Jn order to underftand this, which Lady Betty her- 
felf poffibly never did alrgether, 1 mutt inform the 


* reader, shat it was a cuflom in tho Si Thanittry, 


Fae which 
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which is fill continued: by fome of the ancient faa 
milies of that kingdom, for the Thane, as alfo for 
the heir appargnt, at the age of 24 to make his trial 
of manhood. 

—After the caroufal, they proclaim the number 
of lances that he breaks in the ring, by which pro« 
-clamation he acquires a right to add the number to 
his name as a title of diftinétion.—This cuftom was 
spreferved in Sir Phelim’s family—his grandfather 
was Artus the ninth—his father Manus the eleventh 
—and he himfelf Phelim the thirteenth. 

—Sir John Davies, in his reports upon cafes in 
Trith ‘Thaniitry, makes no mention of this ufage ; 
‘from whence I conclude, that the native, or @ivhe 
calls them, the mere Irifh, were unwiiling to part 
with that Thanith prerogative. He grounds the legal 
difcountenance of Irifh cuftoms upon their unreafons 
ablenefs and inconvenience ; and this ufage, falling 
under the fame general reafon, ought to have heen 
abolifhed like the -reft; for it can never appear, that 
the breaking fo great a number of lances, conic- 
cutively upon a given day, was either reafonable or 
convenient.——-Lady Betty, for your compliment of 
burying yourfelf alive with me, I can do no lefs 
than burn myfelf alive: with you. We both tpeak 
metaphyfically ; but I mean plainly, that I fall 
always retain the fameardent pa aiion, As to your 
brother, 1 kw his Lordihip has alwayayhought* 

“pioye~ 
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proper to make me the fubjeé of his wit~but I had 
rather talk about my employment—If it is in the 
leait inconfiftent with my obligations to Lady Betty, 
mind, I renounce it.—I think you are well enough 
acquainted with that Lady Betty—Sir Phelim, to be 
fure that the will never engage you in an undertaking 
to her own wrong—You mult be fenfible, my deat, 
laying one hand upon his, whilft fhe poured outa 
bafon of tea with the other,—how uncommonly te- 
nacious I am of ny own right.—I know nobody that 
holds it fafter, or maintains it more refolutely, faid 
Bit Phelim, with an equivocal file, which Lady 
Betty received with a fuffufion that went off in a 
fimper.—I know, faid he, my dear, his mouth re- 
. turning to its natural decorum, and his eyes only ree 
flecting ‘the fimper back again——-I know you are 
tenacious of your right, at the fame time doing ho- 
mage to her hand, as an acknowledgment of her 
claim.—That pi@ure upon your bracelet, faid he, is 
not more your property than the original—All the 
merit of either is derived from the fituation in which 
you have placed them.—Your muffin will be cold, Sir 
Phelim.—But why omit my friend Toby, Lady 
Betty, out of your Chriftian catalogue? What do 
you take him for, my dear ?—Not for a Mahometan, 
Sir Phelim, believe me—I dare fay you would fooner 
doubt his own than th jality of the wi- 
_dow’se ‘ul. —What is nee widow's 


. foul, 
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foul, Sir Phelim ?—Nothing but matter can touch, or 
be touched, fays my Lucretius and your Marchetti. 
—Do you think matter can make any impreffion 
there, Sir Phelim ? My dear Lady Betty, it is 
the only foible you have, and one fo flattering in 
fome refpects to the perfon you intend it for, that 
he may very well bear with—Upon my honour and 
confcience—I know ’tis in vain—and ferioufly upon 
any other point I fhould feel myfelf mortified, to find 
fuch a declaration heard with a finile of incredulity 
by Lady Betty—which puts me in mind of Toby, for 
1 had almof-loft him—Toby, then, is no Mahometan 
and 1 defy you to make a jew of him ; fo if heals 
not a Chriftian, he mutt be fomething, whatever that 
be, very near as good-his elder brother is at your 
fervice—— make what you will of him; I think him 
as queer a heathen as Diogenes, or any crack- brained 
philofopher amongft them—His lady has, indeed; 
the air of a fcripture-piece under the old coverture— 
but none of the languifhing penitence of Magdalen ; 
none of the fweet refignation of a hundred beauties 
that miniftered in the new covenant—But as I was 
faying, or going to fay, I with we were this moment 
upon that famous topic, which, you may remember, 
was cut fhort fo ridiculoufly—nice fituations and 





trying points was the fubject. 
—Poor Toby, bow -wretchedly muft he have 
come off with “4s refinements upen felfedent, if we 
—eet 
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could have had an opportunity to reduce them to 
practice—nothingl fear lefs than contempt from that 
exalted being for whofe fake he fpua them fo fine— 
you cannot have forgot his aftonifhment at the cafe. 
T put, the widow prefent—I fleal to the captain’s . 
bed with my bed-gown loofe, diforder in my eyes, a 
glow upon my cheeks, a taper in my trembling hand, 
and a ftory of a ghot upon my faultering tongue, 
with other pretty circumftances that you have inge- 
nioufly and generoufly thrown in !—I am infinitely 
obliged to you, Sir Phelim, both for your drawing and 
vate Kind ufe you have made of it.—Upon which 
‘Toby made a low bow—your Ladythip’s politenefs 
“gave you the flip, you could hold out no longer, and 
a loud laugh was the confequence.—Never bow was 
fhore mifplaced——never bow more involuntary, not 
excepting the mechanical how of a whole congrega+ 
tiun—I can compare it only to the bow of a felon 
when a judge has paffed fentence of death upon 
him.—Compare it to nothing, Sir Phelim; let it 
itand by itfelf, as itis very well able to do—And 
then, Lady Betty, that charming mixture of confu- 
fions between them, quite of different natures, and 
from feparate caufes.—The apology too, as extraor- 
dinary as the bow ; in fhort, it was altogether one 
of thofe feenes the French call impgvadls. Tre- 
member it well, my dear, -agd wag quite delighted 
when vou flept up to his affiftance ees painful to 
ed Hh . ; fee 
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fee fo good a creature fuffer——but I own I had not 
thofe feelings for Mrs. Wadman——our obfervations 
svere the fame with refped to the different natures 
and caufes of their confufion.—Every body is not 
bleit with our penetration, Sir Phelim——I with you 
would beftow a little of yours upon your poor friend 
I cannot fpare him a bit of mine; you know: : 
have occafion for it all, Sir Phelim—But you fhake 
your noddle at me, and begin to look whimfical ; let 
us leave off, then, juft as abruptly as you and Toby 
did———~I am very compaffionate when I fee people 
ftruggling with their misfortunes, and endeavouring to 
‘conceal their diftrefs ; fo prepare to receive 
ployment with a double acknowledgment, What 
1 brought down to breakfaft was a review.—I hope 
your Ladyfhip is not fo unmerciful as to turn me over 
to the company of Caledonian pedlars.—A laudable 
partiality to the learned Irith, Sir Phelim—Upon my 
word, Lady Betty, thofe nortlicrn lights always chill 
me——If you had faid blights, Sir Phelim, the con- 





ceit would have been more intelligibleI do think 
a weftern afpect more genial; tut I tell you now, 
Sir Phelim, they flall not chill you—on the contra- 
ry, L have brought you a Greek epigram that will 
wake you warm with laughing. 

Then it is gone of their tranflation, PY! be 
fworn—It is not, Sir Phelim—the tranflation may be 
avery good ope¥and I hope it will—but at yyefent 

; Shor? 
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there is none at all, Thefe gentlemen declare it 
is a cafe of laughter referved only for the donne 
bouche of thofe who underftand Greek. 

—Here a paufe enfued by an attempt cf Sir Phe« 
lim to make a diverfion——-Pthaw, Sir Phelim, £ 
will have my way at leaft for once in my life—Now 
Tunderftand you—As a dabler in that language, and 
in poetry, you are willing to contribute to my, enter- 
tainment in every fhape.—I have as little opinion of 
their referved cafes as of their criticifms, and hearti- 
sly with, both for my fake and every bodies fake, 
that they would always write in Greek———For your 
fake, Sir Phelim! God farbid you fhould ever turn au- 
‘thor.—If I fhould, Lady Betty, Iam no Vory—I can 
never attempt to impofe the flavith doétrine upon a 
pupit-of Mrs. Macauly—slat writing is the fame 
thing as adling—befides, a bird in the hand, Lady 
Betty. ‘The reader may imagine that he fpoke 
metaphorically a fecond time—by no means—It was 
literally fo.—Phelim the thirteenth had a@ually put a 
bird into Lady Betty’s hand—but fhe refolutely fole 
lowed her purpofe, without parting, however, with 
the bird already in her poffeflion. 








—Iconfefs, Sir Phelim, I havea violent curiofity; 
by which it appears that curiofity is the iirongeit 
_pation of the fex—I won’t abfolutely call it a long- 
ing, becaufe you may refufe me, if you chufe rather 
to awtule yourfelf than gratify més qbut if you are 
I: not 


{ 176 F 
not pn/fitively determined, mot certain it is, Ihave an 
impatience to know what that rifible fubje& can be, 
that no body muftlaugh at that does not underftand, 
Greek—and which, they fay, is publified for the 
emolument ofa grave and learned bench.— That may 
be, faid Sir Phelim, running his eye over it; but 
they have not paid much regard to the eafe and intereft 
of the ladies, in whofe beds, after the fatigues of the 
bench, their gravities repoie, like Phocbus in the lap 
of Thetis.—You provoking wretch you, don’t tanta- 
lize me fo; my dear Sir Phelim, tranflate it diretly, 
put me out of my pain, and make me as merry asa 
Greek—Pronounced fhort and quick by way of whag. 
the rhetoricians call a paronomafia, which is only a 
pun upon grig—at the fame time, either to fhew her 
firmnefs and contempt of all vulgar opinions, or be~ 
caufe fhe knew fhe could recover it when fhe pleafed, 
fhe let go her bird——If that is the cafe, my dear— 
deuce take the epigram—the fooner 1 {et about it the 
better.—-But [ muff tell you, my dear, ‘tis not only 
fhockingly obfeene, but abominable. —V'll try, how- 
ever, to give it a twift, and change the fituation, and 
fee what that will do—for your’s is really a longing 
caie, Lady Betty, or you never would have thrown 
cold water upon my prepofal for a compromite-— 
therefore, as I cannot think of amufing myfelf gx- 
ely, PL proceed to an sepa iy A agree- 








elu 
able to Lady Betiy, ‘Very complaifgAt on*your 
~~ fide 
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fide, moft difinterefted Sir Phelim—So then, im obe- 
dience to my commands, you are proceeding, I fee 
to the writing table—how long doryou think you will 
be proceeding about it ?—Not long—fearce fo long 
ag the time of action in a drama, How fhouldL 
know how long that is?——-Why, then, give mey 





Lady Betty, a quarter of an hour for the whole per- 
‘formance 





but don’t leave the room——if you 
do, l’lf throw up my employment.——And if you do, 
Sir Phelin—you fhall have no other—till you thew 
your abilities in the office 1 have aligned you—itill - 
the ftrongeft proofs of the fupcriority and abfolute 
dominion of curiofity—in the mean time I'll write a 
few cards—then give a loofe to meditation, and try 
whether I can, by dinc of ingenuity, arrive at any 
fort of guefs about the emolument.—Lady Betty, the” 
quart a’heure de Rabelais is over—my reckoning is paid 
—great wits don’t always jump.—I’ll lay you double 
the value that you have not hit upon the true emo- 
lument—but have you given it the twift you talked 
of, and changed the fituation >—I have very pro~ 
perly, and I hope effectually, my dear~there is 
nothing in it now cither againft the law or the gof- 
pel—before, it was in open defiance of both—and for 
that reafon, no doubt, it afforded fo much entertain- 
__ment to our modeft and chatte critics, that they felect- 
ed it out of awhole bundle for fuckmerry Grecians as 
a 13 themfelves——— 
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themfelves-———here it is for you, Lady Betty—take 
it, and much good may it do you! 


THE EMOLUMENT$ OR, THE WAY TO CONVERT 
FEMALE SINNERS. 


WHAT! big with child, and face to face; 
Will you be foolith all your lives 2 
‘This is the proper time and placé 
To make true converts of your wives + 
Give them no comfort, nor relief, 
Till they turn over a new leaf; 
Let them be brought upon their knees— 
In night-caps muffled, like deferters, 
‘Then work upon them by degrees, 
Like gentle and humane converters ——— 
‘Take time exattly in the nick, 
Make the beft ufe of their condition ; 
Pufh home, and touch them to the quick, 
‘Till they give figns of true contrition. 


Convert from Cunnum vertere.  Contricion from Cumum 
wereres Jacon’s Law Diétionary. 


Iam forry, Sir Phelim, I gave you fo much trouble 
what you have made of it you know beft—twitting 
enough there is of confcienee ; but hew youcan_, 
value yourfelf upon mending the fituariday I don't 

covipreheni=y 
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comprehend—it is not eafy to conceive 2 wotfe-— 
this good it has done me, however—I never will be 
fo peremptory in my curiofity again—for the future, 
Sir Phelim, you thall go on in your own way. 

~—But pray, Sir Phelim, read the Greek.—How do 
you like it, my dear ?—It is very mufical what’s 
the meaning of pugie mvy%, Sir Phelim ?—So pretty 
afound ought to have a pretty meaning. 
in the right of it 





You are 
for it is a complex idea of 
beauty, modefty, firmnefs, joined with great fenfibi- 
lity, and an air of grandeur and dignity into the bar- 
gain———And pray, what does that complication of 
merit mean }——Upon honour, it means your Lady 
fhip’s backfide—And, upon my honour, I had much 
yather it ftood for another complex idea, particularly 
in our fituation, —— Here I mutt ftep in again te 
jnform the reader, that Sir Phelim lived near White- 
hall, the houfe fronting the water, by which means 
Lady Betty’s ears were often wounded by that vulgar 
monofyllable which is the difgrace of our language, 
and which thofe low people are fo fond of for its 
peculiar roughnefs.—---In Greek it does very often 
ftand for that complex idea——I don’t know whe- 
ther ’tis Greek or Hebrew, or what it ftands for, but 
it founds very like Italian—What do you laugh at, 
Sir Phelim ?—fome conceit, I fuppofe, that I can- 
“Hot enter into,=It is not fit you fhould my dear.—- 
Ettor'aefit, my curiofity is at an end———-but 
. I4 don’t 
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, don’t let us foofe this fine day, Sir Phelim—I don't 
intend you fhould, my dear—the chariot is ready at 
the door-—’ll juft flep up ftairs with you, and lay you 
on a little rouge,becaufe J propote to leave you with 
Reynolds this morning for an hour or iwo——Rouge 
always gives, you knew, at leah} know, an inexpref- 
fible fweetnefs to your eyes—befides, it may not be 
fo advifeable to leave you with him to morrow—you 
may not, perhaps, have fo good a nivht, or (& good 
a morning.—Go, you foolifh creature, faid Lady 
Betty, locking her arm in hiss————Thus talking, 
arm in arm, with Miltonic happinefs ; they afcended 
into Lady Betty’s drefling-reom, and from thence 
(after he had laid on the rouge) defcending in the 
jame manner, they ftept into the chariot and drove 


to 
REYNOLDS'‘s 


Tyo 
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TWO LYRIC EPISTLESr 


OR, MARGERY THE COOK-MAID TO THE CRITICAL 
REVIEWERS. i 


I write a fad hand, but my Sifter Margery foe writes 
better. 


BY THE SAME. 


By the backfide ! + good lack, good lack ! 
Chain’d to the chimney corner like a monkey, 
You are as fpiteful as a black, 
That has been drinking drink for drunkys 


Fthink I fee my mafter leap and thip, 
And whitk about his tail ; 

Jutt like a pinnace when fhe makes a trip, 
And whitks about her fail. 


So have I feen a Highlander retire, 
And turn about to court the wind, 
Shot by a cinder leaping from the fire 
Among? his precious parts behind. 
Laugh 


+ Vide Cerrican Review for December, 1761. Article, 


Fables for grown Gentlemen. 





mn" 461, Af The poe Hiphlandes 
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Laugh ! no he need not be afraid ; 
Though ’twould be comical, no doubts 
To fee him fquatting like a maid, 
And making water like a fpout. 


But I thould faugh at you reviewers, 
If 1 could fee your buttocks bare, 
Genteely trufs’d and pink’d with fkewers, 
And nicely larded like a hare. 


Nay, I could with, 
To fee your backfides fing’d and flead, 
Jut like your fav’rite dith, 
A finged head ; 
To fmell them favoury and reeky. 
Like Cocky Leaky. 


And as your cook, at a fmith’s forge, 
Gives the fine flavour of the wool 
To a theep’s fkull, 
Which makes you eat ill you regorge ; 


So, the communication is fo great 
Between your brains and your backfide ; 
Between the feat 
Of lazinefs and feat of pride; 


« 
. omnes 
packfide, he might afford fome diverfien to Maggayub&e jamal, 
at, 


put it is to be fuppofed he would not much reliih y reir 
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That tho’ the brains of all your jokers 
Never ftruck fire into a fing!e joke, 
Yet if your bums were fing’d with*pokers, 
Your brains, perhaps, might yielda little {moke- 


Spite of your heavy jokes, 
That fall upon the head, 
Like apopledtic ftrokes, 
Or Pigs of lead; 


We'll laugh, to fee your Highland fparks, 

Your Highland breeding, and good manners, 
To fee them flrut about the parks, 

With shirts difplayed behind, like banners : 


Shewing our maids, and modeft wives, 
Such modett fights, 
As make their hufbands weary of their lives, 
They make them pafs fuch reftlefs nights. 


Our lovers ficken, and defpair, 
Dejection preys upon our beaux ; 
The expectations of our fair 
Ave riis’d fo highly by their fhews, 


The indians, I’m told, are more polite,. 
Thev'don’t produce their brawny powers ; 


oy ew their powers by candle-light, 





aiong? their favourite fquawe, at certain houre: 
. 16 Good: 
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Good firs, if [ aright can read, 
You are defign’d for books, 
Juft,as your frseifds, beyond the Tweed, 
For gardeners and cooks, 


Your pride and lazinefs, I guefs, 
Diforder and torment your minds, 

And bring your country to diftrefe, 
For want of labourers and hinds. 


I think, like you, it is a fhame 
That its beft blood thould now be bleeding ; 
And blame 
The government for fuch proceeding, 


T would have fent the very worit, 
Lwould have fent you all a packing ; 
You thould have gone the very firft, 
Your’e good enough fora good thwacking. 


But I'm weary of inditing 
Such letters ; 
And fo I take my leave of writing, 
And leave you to my betters, 


J "EPISTL- 
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EPISTLE THE SECOND 


You who affemble in difguife, 
And take your ftands in fecret places, 
Spitting into our mouths and eyes, 
With a pretence to wafh our faces ! 


Bat when you fpy a Scotchman walking, 
His air and manner is fo pleafing, 

That you immediately leave hawking, 
And offer him a pickle of your fneezing- 


yz do not want to rob you of your fnuffysg, 
Give it your countrymen, it likes me well ; 
But do not fright us, like Macduff, 
Ca'ling aloud to ring the alarum bell : 
Sufpend your prudence, {wallow your fpittle, 
‘And liften to an Englifhman a little. 


You know you fpit at us, and hawk and cough, 
As if you had a charter ; 

And alfo know we wipe it meckly off, 
Like Charles the bleffed martyrs 


Whilft you go on, abufe, and rail, 
As 4 we were not fellow-creatures, 
» aut you like a flail, 
and Leuifing all our Englith features. 


If 


“E86 7 


Tf we poor Englifhmen but {mile, 
Itis high treafon, _ 

Tho’ we are filing all the while, ; 
Both with good nature and good reafon > 


Not throwing dirt at a whole nation j,. 
But laughing at the folly of a few, 

Whofe prejudice and affectation 
Become them juft as they do you. 


As if they were a chofen race, 

Clear aud exempted, by their birth, 
From all the vices that difgrace 

Alt othegpphildren of the earth. 


I very readily excufe 
Your want of complaifance 
To my ftrange Mufe, 
Drefs’d in the carelefs drefs of France,. 
A la Fontaine, 
A flattern, but quite plain, 


According to your notions, 
You mutt diflike the flimfy wench . 
Her dre(s and all her motions 


Are fo intolerably French 7 
\ 

F According to the reviewers, the greatesi ma Nays 
whole Englith nation enjors, is to fee tieir baawldMea ey 
Britain, in their theatres, reprefented as a parcel of feendce!s, 

*A grace 
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*A gracelefs copy of a gracelefs hobler, 
Just like a gouty fhoe made by a cobler. 


You think the bagpipes notes are fweeter 
‘Than any pipe or any fring ; 

The afe preferr’d the cuckow’s fong and metre 
To all the warblers of the fpring 5 

Either the organs or the foul 

Of you aad affés are fo drole §. 


Your ignorance and want of fen/e, 
Your want of ears, I do forgive; 
But unprovok’d malevolence 
Vt never pardon whilft I live : 
Such your attempt to prove me to the north 
A foe to its acknowledg’d worth. 


Tn every country I defpife 
A heart that’s arrogant and narrow, 
As much as I efteem and prize 
David Hume and David’s marrow. 
Now to conclude, 
I am yours reviewing or review’d. 


* The reviewers fay, that the verfes in the Fables for grown 
Gentlemen hobble frangely, from fourteen to tyro fyllables : that, 
may par’y be owing to their want of cars; they must have the 

afte eoieAicn to Fontaine. 


2 Lyric uyiliks to the Reviewers 





But 
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But as my fables are not to your liking, 
Witnefs the fable of Jat year t, 
Efend you fomething that’s more ftriking, 
Concile and clear ; 
T think you call it in your brogue 
An apologue, 


THE APOLOGUE, 


SOME folks get no more by their reading 
' And meditations, 
Than apes and. monkeys by their breeding 
And obfervations ; 
‘ This I agree, 
May be apply’d either to you or me, 


The fable that comes after 
Can only be apply’d to you; 

Tf it excites a little laughter, 
Tt anfwers all my view. 


Arn ape, by trade an imitator, 

Had fpent the bet part of his days, 
Like a reviewer or tranflator 

OF farces, interludes, and plays, 
For ever copying, and itching 
To flew his talents in the kitchen, 


e+ ’ 


} The afi, the cuckow, and the larke 


He, 
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He would divert you, if you were not nice 
Aud difficult to pleafe, 
By cracking lice 
And catching fleas ; 
Which he would chaw, 
And cram into a kitten’s maws 


In fhort, 
Jacko had ftudy’d many a trick, 
Which tricks, inftead of making {port, 
“Would oft’ner make you fick: 
Yet he would make you, now and then, 
Laugh like the foolitheft of men. 


"The cook-maid by the fire was fait afleep, 
No kind of harm fufpetting, 

Jacko the Ape was playing at bopeep, 
Reviewing and reflecting : 

Whether from liquor or from whim, 

"The couk-maid faid in a ftrange trim, 


Hard by, a razor, left upon a chair, 
By Jacknapes was quickly feiz’d; 
"The cook maid’s beard, expos’d and bare, 
The grinning villain rubb’d and greas’d 5 
Then fnapp’d his fingers and look’d grave, 
Flourith4 his razor, and began to fhave. 


Jacko 
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Jacko proceeded without dread, 
Chatter’d, and did not care a fig ; 
Poor Margery was hack’d, and bled, 
Like an atiafinated pig, 


Rous’d, by her pains, like frantic fleepers, 
She fnatch’d a pan of boiling broth, 
Bubbling and ranning o’er with froth, 
And threw it into Jacko’s pcepers ; 
Which blinded him, and ipoil’d him Patt all cure, 
Both for a fhaver and reviewer, . 


Grazie a g? inganni tuoi, 
Alfin refpiro, O Nice; 
Alfin duno infedele 
Ebber gli dei pieta. 
Metattafio, 


TO MISS — uJ, 


BY THE SAME, 
THANKS to your wiles, deceitful fair! 
The gods, fo long in vain implor’d, 


At laft have heard 2 wretch’s prayer ; 
At lat I find mytelf reftor’d. 


~ Xeom 
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From thy bewitching fnares and thee ; 
1 feel for once this is no dream ; 
I fecl my captive foul is free, 
And Lam truly what I feem. 


I cannot now, as heretofore, 
Put on indifference or difdain, 

To {mother dames that burn no more, 
‘To hide a paffion void of pain. 


Without a blaf yout name I hear, 
No tranfient glow my bofom heats ; 

” And, when I meet your eye, my dear, 

My fluttering heart no longer beatse 


T dream, but I no longer find 
Your form ftill prefent to my view ; 
I wake, but now my vacant mind 
No longer waking dreams of you. 


Abfent, for you no more I pine, 
But wander carelets day or night 5 

Prefent, no word, no look, no fign, 
Argues difturbance or delight. 


T hear your praife, no tender flame 
Now thrills refponfive through my veins 5 
No ind“gnation, only fhame, 
Fo. all my former wrongs remains. 
T mect 
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I meet you now without alarms, 
Nor longer fearful to diipleafe ; 
T talk with eafe about your charms, 
E’en with my rival talk with cafe, 


Whether in angry mood you rife, 
Or fweetly fit with placid guile, 

Vain is the lightning of your eyes, 
And vainer ftill your gilded fmile. 


Loves in your fmiles no longer play ; 

Your lips, your tongue, have lot their art; 
Thofe eyes have now forgot the way 

That led dire@ly to my heart. 


Whether with grief the mind’s difeafed, 
Or the unburthen’d fpirit’s glad ; 

No thanks to you when I am pleafed, 
You have no blame when I am fad, 


Hills, woods, and lawns, and bleating flocks, 
Without you, captivate me till ; 

But dreary moors and naked Tocks, 
Tho’ with you, make my blood run chill, 


Here me; and judge if I’m fincere + 
That you are beauteous {tilt Tiwear ; 
But oh! no longer you appear, 
‘The faireft, and the only fair. ie 
Heas- 


1 
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Her me; but let not truth offend: 
In that fine form, in many places 
I now {py faults, my lovely friend, 
Which I miftook before for graces. 


And yet, tho’ free, I thought at firft, 
With thame my weaknefs I confefs, 
My agonizing heart would burft, 


The agonics of death are lefs. 
« 


“Who would not, when his foul’s opprefs’d, 


Gladly poffefs himfelf again ? 
To pluck a ferpent from his breatt, 
Who would not bear the fharpett pain, 


The little fongiter, thus you fee, 
Caught in the crucl {chool-boy’s toils, 
Struggling for life, at laft, like me, 
Efcapes, and leaves his feather’d fpoils. 


His plumage focn refumes its glofs, 
His little heart foons waxes gay ; 
Nor falls, grown cautious from his lofs, 
To artifice again a prey. 


Perhaps you think I only feign, 
I do bupftrive againft the ftream; 


*Elfe why for ever in this firain, 


Why talk upon no other theme ? 
- Tt 
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Tt is not love, it is not pique, 
That gives my whole difcourfe this caft 3 
?Tis nature that delights to fpeak 
Eternally of dangers pat. 


Caroufing o’er the midnight bowl, 

The foldier never ceafing prates 5 
Shews every fear to every foul, 

And every hair-breadth "feape relates, 


Thus the poor galley-fiave, releas’d 

From pains as great, and bonds as ftrong, 
On his paft fufferings fuems to featt, 

And hug the chain he dragg’d fo long, 


To talk is all that I defire ; 
When once I fet my larum go, 

I never ftop, nor once enquire, 
Whether you're entertain’d or no. 


Which of us has moft caufe to grieve > 
Which fituation would you choofe ? 
J, a capricious tyrant leave, 
And you, a faithful lover lofe. 


I can find maids in every rout, 
With fmiles as falfe, and forms as fines 
But yet mutt fearch the world throughout 
To find a heart as true as mine, 


\ 
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TO LOLLIUS. 


®Y THE SAME. 


T HO’ born in an ungenial clime, 
Where I’. with brawls his tribute pays, 
“*Tis poiible, my Lord, for Time 
To fancy thefe uncommon lays. 


If Shakefpear every mufe infpire, 

Sole fovereign of the tuneful throng, 
Praife Mill is due to Cowley’s lyre, 

And Gray’s fiveet melancholy fong. 


Prior fhall live with laughing eye 
Amongft the vivid fons of Fame ; 

Maids ever weep, an! widows figh, 
And burn with Eloifa’s flame, 


Not Sparta’s queen alone has tripp’d; 
Charm’d with fine breeding and fine cloaths, 
Other fair princeffes have flipp’d * , 
And troubled the whole world’s repofe, 


* BrantSme fornithes us with many examples of royal 
f frailty. 


Teucer 
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Teucer is not the only prince 

Famous for fhooting the + long bow ; 
Troy has been leit before, and fince, 

By cunning, with a patriot thew. 


Heroes have bled, as well as Heétor, 
Both for their minions and chatte wives 3 
Elfe how had Cromwell been Protector, 
Or Charles and Edward loft their lives ? 


Pitts, with the fame afpiring mind, 
In dark oblivion are gone down ; 
But they had not the luck to find 
Churchills to hand them to renown, 


Worth, undiftinguifh’d by applaufe, 
But equals floth ; nor thall the chicf 

In livid filenceguard our laws, 
Forgotten like a mouldy brief. 


Supremely wife when wifdom’s wanted, 
Prodent where caution is a merit, 

Upright, inflexible, undaunted, 
Pure and enlighten’d like a fpirit. 





Eplitle to Titus, chap. i. v. 12. Xperes 
face ol’princes were as famous as Teucer fog the Cretan bow. 
Sworn 


“ Not for one fingle heat or race, ~ 
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Sworn enemy to falfhood bafe, 
Againtt corruption firm and fteady, 


But always booted, always ready. 


You rofe at Freedom's facred call, 
Snatch’d her from th’ invading great, 
Added new trophies to her hall, 
And fix’d the Goddefs in her feat. 


*Tis the wife ufe, not the poffeding 
The fimiles of Fortune or of Kings, 

That can make Wealth a real blefing, 
Or take from Poverty her fis 





VES. 


That dignifies the virtuous man, 
Scorning, tho’ poor, to flinch or faulter, 
Who for his prince, or his dea clan, 
Detpifes th® impending halter, 


TO MHCENAS 
{i. ec. Lono Burs.] 


BY THE SAME, 





OPFPSPRING of Brisie ings of yore, 
To put your jpizits in fine tune, 

LT hove fome Burgundy in fore, 
With rofes for the tenth cf Tune, 
Vor, I, kK 





Quit 
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Quit thefe damp glades, nor mufing mope, 
Enchanted, with your arms acrofs, 
Fis’d like aftatue on a flope, 
Or the pagoda like a Jofs, 


‘Let not the noife of yon black city 
One moment difcompofe your peace ; 
Look down on pomp awhile with pity, 
And let faftidious plenty ceafe, 


A grateful change to homely fare, 

A cot, a barn-door fowl, and mutton, 
Oft fmooth the anxious face of Care, 

And Squeamifhnefs herfelf turns glutton. 


Now Phoebus rages, now the fwain 
With languor drives his fainting theep 
From the parch’d meads and fultry plain, 
Te filver fireams and thickets deep. 


Upon the Thames there’s not a breeze, 
No zephyr with expiring breath, 

To animate thofe horrid trees, 
Silent aud motionlefs as death. 


There you form all your decent plans, 
‘io rightcoufn {5 give a new birth ; 
Aad with your teric 





3 and your clans 





Govern the prince 


Feavi 


en 


erste 
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Heaven kindly keeps us in the dark, 
And, fpight of all our fine-fpun fchemes, 
Laughs, when we over fhoot the mark, — 
Both at our fears and fanguine dreams. 


The prefent’s all we have to heed, 
Futurity is like a current, 

Now fiooth and pleafant as the Tweed, 
Now dreadful like a Highiand torrent 


Tumbling with fury dewn the vale, : 

The rocks refound, the mountains rattle; 
Pines float along with groves of cale, 

Huts, plaids, blue bonnets, and black cattle. 


Happy is he who lives to-day, 

Lives for himfelf, ’tis fo much gain, 
Whether the next be fad or gay, 

Or the fun never rife again, 


’Tis done—nor can the power of Fate 
Cancel or fet the decd atide ; 

Nor Fortune’s infolence and hate, 
‘Phat loves to mertify our pride, 


Let her purfue her eruel fport, 
Patt pleafures cannot be deftroy’d ; 
Sle cannot, as fhe does at court, 
Vac:te what we have once enjoy’d, 
K2 Faithful 
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Faithful while fhe continues mine : 
But if the violates my bed, 
The pained harlot I refign, 
And Virtue, tho’ unportion’d, wed. 


When the ftorm beats, and feas run high, 
1 thall not importune with prayers 
The angry princes of the iky, 
To Spare my curious Cyprian warcs. 


Nor dup’d by Hope, like many a one, 
Stay blubbering beneuth the deck ; 
But, when both maft and rudder’s gone, 

Take to” ay boat and leave the wreck. 


TO DANIEL WEBB, tsqy 
BY THE SAME. 


I WOULD, with all my heart and foul, 
Send every friend a golden bowl, 

And with eich bowl a purie of gold, 
To fill the bowl and make it fmile, 
And to fecure the bow! awhile 

From being cither pawn’d or fo'd. 


To every military friend, 
Hercic tripods I would fend, 
+ ‘Pripcds fit only for brave fellows 3 


That 
a 
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That is to fay, crutches a pair, 
And one ftout leg of the fame ware, 
Made like the noffel of a bellows. ~ 


Pictures I'd fend of every fchoo!, 
1am fo generous a fool, 

With ftatues too, and buts for niches 5 
Thefe I would fend to none but you, 
‘The prince and mirror of virtu, 

If I was mafter of fuch riches. 


_As to virti, that point’s decided, 
You are fufficiently provided : 
All that you want of me is metre; & 
You may have plenty at my forge, 
~ [need not fteal, like thrifty George, 
' yom Paul, in order to pay Peter. 


T know the prince of lyric fong, 
Eaty, yet elegantly ftrong ; 
And know that Beckford’s head of marble ; 
I mean that head the feulptor made, 
That marble head will fooner fade, 
Than any fongs the Mufes warble, 


Your fame mutt fly with wings of paper, 
Be you a Wolfe, a Howe, a Draper, 
Victor at Minden or at Canna 5 
K3 Or 
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Or fegiflator great as he, 
That led the Jews through the Red Sea, 
“ArdSpamper’d them with quails and manna, 


Great bards great favours can beftow, 
In heaven above or hell below 3 
They can convey you with a nod, 
From Styx, whenever they think fit, 
Ard call you up to heaven by writ, 
And make you an immortal god, 


Lollius with acus may dwell, 
Minos and he may judge in hell, 

When fuggre poets fing his worth; ~- 
Bute thay, like Enoch, be tranflated, 
Then made a ftar, and made related 

To flow Bootes of the North *, 


And 


* Tknow there isa clafical authority for this epithet. 
Sive oft arciophylary five of ¢iger ile Breton, 

Ov, Fait, iii, gog, 
Yet J cannot help fancving the author wrote Sly inftead of Slow 
Boots + he is reprefinted in his northern fituation watching his 





ce; and Iam apt to believe, thas 
tion of Bootes. F havc feen the’ 
fame thougat in a manaccipt c-ileéion of verfes cempofed by 
the Profeliors of a famous Univenity vpo& the Revolution in 
176 


charge with uaremiiz 






our Sly Boots is a con 
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And S———ch, if the Mufes pleafe, 
“Shall outwit Mercury, with eafe, 
And my Lord Duke outhine A pollo, 
And eich Olympic peer-outvie 
Caftor, the Jockey of the thy, 
And R Ly bold beat Bacchus hollow. 





1760. It was beautifully purfued in the verfes of the Aflro.omy 

Profeflor, which flrack me fo that I fill retain them. 
Attendant won Charks's wane, 

Loutes, cominonly called Bute, 

“ge brightedt far in all hia traing 

Without all manner of difpute. 





May thou for ever fixt remain, 

Cunning and watchful as the dragon 
Lefl Urfa Minor break his chain, 

And overturn the northera waggons 


K4 SEVEN, 
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SEVEN POETIGAL TALE, 
BY 


SIR GREGORY GAMDER, xn 


Qui] eff infenfé, geil oft dupe, 
Celui qu’ attrifle fin talent} 
Tant qu'il anufe, il of charmant, 
A perd fin prin dds qu'il occupe, 
Donati 


Bp NTRODUCTRON 


“LADIES, 


PVE often thought it was a pity 
‘Phat you fhould ever go to hell; 
Your little perfons are fo pretty, 
And they become your fouls fo well, 
Befides, I know your hearts are good 
Af they were rightly underftood ; 
Though, by fome wonderful fatality, 
You feldom practice your morality. 


One beauty is feduc’d by pleafure, 
A fecond led away by fafhion, 
A third is caught for want of leifure « 


To jut her virtue in a paffion, 
Others, 
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Others, untainted by defire, 

‘fo priefts their virgin flow’r have given, 
To fave their precidf& fouls from fire, 
And pay the turnpikes up to heavens 

. Now this would be extremely well : 

But you’re fo apt &% kifs and tell. 

Or elfe fome prudes obferve your fall ; 
And they’re fuch damn’d ill-matur’d elvesy 
They never pick you up themfclves, 

But ftand and bawl, 

Calling your neighbours one and all. 


Then iffues forth a noify group, 

Talking as faft as they can utter, 
Like amorous turkics in a coop, 
Or empty bottles in a gutter. 

“"Fhen they’re fo full of {pite, 
Becaufe their features put us in a fright, 
Should you but chance to get the vapours, 
By over-ftudying and reading, 
They fwear at once that you are breeding, 
And put you in the papers. 


But what is harder fill is this, 
(I know the thougits of your Mamas) 
Should any of you ad amifs, 


They'll fwear my verfes were the caufe. 
wy Lan hE 
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They'll all be canvafling and giéaning, 
Raking each verfe to find a meaning, 
WtTea\you'll know, if you ; 

‘I never think—I don’t indeed. 

T only pafs the rainy weather 
Infringing a few rhimes together ; 
And then I call them tales, you know, 
As I call this an Introduétion, 

Becaufe ’tis only meant for fhow, 

Not for amufement or infirudion, 

For Poets, when their works are long, 
Mutt deck them with fome previous rhime, 
Jutt as a hero fings a fong, 

To tell you he’s diftrefs’d for time,“ '> 


L THE 
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I. 
= _— 
THE BROTHERS 


A T A L E 
IMITATED FROM DORAT. 


"WHO hath been deaf to Patrick’s fame? 
Who hath not heard Hibernia’s name, 
‘Where Patrick preach’d God’s holy rites, 
Amd titade his batls and profelytes? —-@ 
Who hath not feen that genial climate, 
Where all are zealous as the Primate, 

To put in force the law of Mofes, 

By multiplying human nofes ? 


Here, if tradition-be believ’d, 

Ini days of yore three brothers liv’d, 

With youth, and health, and power elate, 

Taking delight in worldly riches : 

And heedlefs of that bleffed fate, 

Where jiints fing pfalms without their breeches 

Throughout their manor’s wretched round 

They kill’d the game, und poach’d the ground, 
» And feiz’d on every wand’ring fair, 

A\nd trufs’d her like a hare: 

K6 While 
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While the poor clown, with ftreaming eee 
And hands uplifted to the thies 
Aplor’s! each faipt to fave fret flaughter 
His poultry and his daughter; 
And every climacteric beauty, , 
Anxious and trembling for her child, 
‘With’d in her ftead to pay the duty, 
And be defil’d, 


Yet mid the wreck one harmlefs maid, 
One meek, unnotic’d flower, 
Beneath a caffock’s foft’ring thade, 
Efcap’d the ftormy blaft of power. 
No ftorms difturb the Curate’s peace, 
And Nancy was the Curate’s niece, 
Poor Innocent! Shé little knew 
To fix the rake’s diforder’d view ; 
No art had fhe, no ftudied guile, 
Nought but the meek, imploring eye, 
The trembling bluth, the fearful {mile, 
Of unfufpecting modefty ! 
The Parfon calmly pafs’d his life 
In training Nancy for a wife, 
. Preaching the force of {pecial grace, 
Inculcating fume moral duty ; 
Or fometimes {pitting in her face 
In commendation of her beanty. 


Bu 
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But heav'n at times, to prove its faints, 
Their wifett meafures circumvents. 
At the next village was a ball, 
Which drew the neighbours one and alf, 
Both old and young, both girls and boys, 
To dance, make love, and make a noife. 
What joy in Nancy’s face appears i 
But how to calm her uncle’s fears ? 
Thofe Brothers !—True.—But at fixteen 
"Tis time to fee, and to be feen $ 
So, fpight of all the Prieft may fay, 
Naney refolves to. have her way. 
‘Alas! how vain that threat’uing loony 
That angry frown, that itern rebuke! 
‘he ftern rebuke, the angry frowns, 
His weak, relenting heart difowns. 
Ah! when the palpitating veil 
Betray’d her bofom’s anxious fwell, 
‘That bofom, where each wakening fenfe 
"Thrill’d with defire and diffidence, 
When fondly to his heart it prett, 
Could anger chill she uncle’s breaft! 


At length the wifh’d-for fun arofe, 
"The afs ftood faddled in the yard, 
And Thomas in his Sunday cloaths, 
Stept forth the beauty’s deftin’d guard. 


The 
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The march:began. The way was long,: 
But Tom, by many a ruttic fong, 
Ang-aim of many a wond’rous feat, 
“~tontriv’d the weary way to cheat, 
And now the diftant chimes they hear, 
And now the diftant {pires appear, 
And now——but at a narrow pats, 
Our travelling pair obferv’d a change 
Mott inconceivable and ftrange 

Jn the behaviour of the afs.. ~ 

This afs was rather hard to curry, : 

It always put him in the vapours, 

And made hiot tcramble and cut capers, 
Jutt like a Dutchman in a hurry, 

*Tis alfo faid, that in the fummer, 
When he was thinking of his wife, 
And all the joys of focial life, 

He grew as noify as a drummer 3 
Chaunting, like any Pagan bard, 

His charmer’s panegyrics, 
Maneceuyring in the parfon’s yard, 
Throwing the geefe into hyfterics, 
But here the afs was in the right, 

‘The Brothers put him in a fright : 
And now emerging from a ditch, 
‘They told the girl the wasa bitch, 
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And held a pittol to her breatt, 
With a blafpheming exhortation, 
To fet her mind at reft, 

And quietly fubmit to violation. ~ 


$¢-Hold, hold, your honours,” Thomas cries,. 
(This ftratagem his fear fupplies)’ 
*¢ She is no maid, upon my life, 
&* This is our Nancy, fhe’s my wife ;: 
* T know your honours wo’n’t difgrace 
*¢ And cuckold me before my face!” 


s* °Tis well,” the favages reply’d,. — 
** But Nancy is fo young a bride, 
** Friend Tom will furely be fo good 
*¢ To pay once more his marriage dues. 
*¢ ?Tis our requeit, he can’t refufe, 
** Befides—we’ll kill him if he fhould,” 


Ah, Thomas! could thy fingle hand 
Their whole united ftrength withftand ? 
Could’ft thou by cunning, force, or wit— 
Tis vain! and J homas muft fubmit.— 
Yet in her tears he bore a part, 
And {ympathia’d with Nancy’s heart. 
Griev’d to behold th’ infulted maid, 
Her every charm at once difplay’d ; 

- Thofe 
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Thofe globes her flays were wont to kifs, 

And thofe, by no fond flays confin’d, 
poe a fine antithefis 

svature thought fit to place behind ; 

The taper legs, the rounded thighe,— 

But, Ladiesy—Thomas was a man. 

We cannot always that our eyes; 

Do what we can, 

Nature will take us by furprize. 

He faw poor Nancy ina trance, 

And this redoubled his contrition 

Then he examin’d her pofition, 

And then he'took another glance, 

And executed his commiffion. . = 

Awed by the fight, the Parfon’s beatt 

Forgot his natural depravity, 

Publifh’d the banhs with proper gravity, 

And fanttified the feat, 


But then the Brothers ?—they retir’d, 
With hopes of newer pleafures fir'd, 
Yet, wretched fiends! ye ne’er fhall know 
The joys truc fondnefs can beftow : 
When age fhall chill each luftful breaft, 
And bid thofe itormy paffions ref, 
Jo that dread calm thall confcience rife, 
And echoing in your wounded cars, 


: Each 
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Fach father’s curfe, each virgin’s cries, 
‘Wake your rack’d fouls to ceafelefs fears. 
While Thomas, and his lovely bride, = 
(For foon their plain and artlefs tale 
Shall o’er the uncle’s wrath prevail) Ps 
By clofeft, dearcft ties allied, 
At once to love and virtue true, 
Their guiltlefs hands to heaven fhall raife, 
Repay their joys with heart-felt praife, 
And even watte one pray’ for You, 


Lah 
THE USELESS RRECAUTIONS 


FROM LA FONTAINEs 


HsBANDS are fuch provoking fellows = 
I’ve often wifh’d it was high treafon 
For any hufband to be jealous, 
Whether he had or had not reafon. 
Thate a hufband like a Tory. 

But to proceed 
Now, Ladies, you have heard my creed, 
Pray befo kind to hear my ftory. 





There 


ee 
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There liv’d a Don, no matter where, 
As jealous as his wife was fair, 
The Dame was cautious in her carriage, 
30 very cautious, you'd have thonght her 
Not Eve’s, but only Adam’s daughter, 
His daughter by a fecond marriage, 
Was moft fevere.on worldly dames, 
And damn’d the devil, and éall’d him names, 
Bat all her virtue was in vain, 
She could not calm his troubled brain. 
For all the plans that Madam could devife, 
Gall’d by the matrimonial chain, 
Her hutband never clos’d his eyes; 
His doubts return’d with double force, 
Buzzing about his ears, like flies 
That buzz about a poor gall’d horfe. 


To ftrengthen the devotion of his bride, 
A thoufand bars and bolts he try’d, 
All guarded by a maiden aunt ; 
A dragon fierce and gaunt, 
A cold, chatte, meagre female devil, 
As feragpy as a walking ladder, 
And fo impertinently civil, 
She follow’d like the Lady’s thadow. 
But what he decm’d his coup de maitre, 
Was a flrange kind of nomenclature, 

; conanny 
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Containing an exact relation 
Of every ftratagem and trick 
Devis’d by Woman or Old Nick,_ 
’ Since cuckold-making came in fafhion, 


This ferv’d to calm his jealous fear. 
But did it anfwer? You shall hear, 
Once on a time, it came to pafs 
That good Aunt Deborah and Co 
Went ont to male, 

As having no where elfe to go; 

And at they went, ‘afhower came dropping, 
And gave then both a fopping. : 

"This was no fhower of common water, 

For that had been a trifling matter 5 

"This was not water fit for drinking, 

For fince its folar diftillation, 

By an improper education, 

Je had acquir’d a trick of flinking. 


What’s to be done in this event ? 

A gentle youth by chance was near, 
Who, while the Aunt for cloaths was fent, 
Wip’d from the fair-one’s eye each falling tear, 
The Fair, left meddling prudes fhould fcold, 
Or elfe by her devotions led, 
Or elfe for fear of catching cold, 

ae vok refuge in, the ftripling’s bed, 
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80 while the Don was making a clatter, 
Kicking the maiden aunt down ftairs, 
Curling all the faints by pairs, ’ 
dearing his hair and nomenclature, 
Sweating and ftewing like a faufage———_ 
To pafs his time our curious boy 

Was failing on the fea of joy, 

Sailing to find the north-eatt paffage. 


om. 
THE CANTERBURY TALE. 


FROM CHAUCER. 


"Twas in the times of elves and fairies, 

Creatures that no man could confide in, 

With griffins to fupply their dairies, 

And dragons for their common riding, 

Who put poor fophiits in a maze, 

Confounded nature téte A téte, 

And criticiz’d the book of fate 

A thoufand different ways ;-—~ 

In fhort, it was in Arthur’s days, 

Caprone liv’d, a courteous wight, 

Young, rich, and handfome, and a kifight ; 
r Not 
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*Wot like the bluftering knights of fable, 
A gentle knight, a knight of Arthur’s table, 


And fowl don’t know why-— ~ oa 
Our hero took it in his head 
‘To womanize a maid ; 
And fo he was condemn’d to die, 
Madam, you think this mighty odd, 
At fo I think it was, by G—d. 
But one miftake I do believe 
Heighten’d the nature of his crime, 
*Twas that the youth, from want of time, 
Had never afk’d the Lady’s leave. 
Now this appear’d to all the quorum 
A moft prodigious indecorum : 
To fee a tripling at his years 
Such an ceconomift in tears ! 
‘Beginning, like a common boor, 
At the wrong end of an amour ! 


But Arthur’s Queen, who underftood 
The force of youthful flefh and biood, 
And who, as ancient poets fing, 

When wearicd with the pomp of pow’r, 

Would fnietimes pafs a leifure hour 

In cuckolding the King, 

Mott humbly begg’d to take upon her . 
—“hevinaication of her fex’s honour, 
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"The penance fhe impos’d was this: 

“© That culprit in one year mut find ° 

48 That idol of the female mind 

“* Which charms alike Mama and Mifs, 

“© And reigns unrival’d o'er all womankind, 
Should he return without fuccefs, 

“* The court no loager term cowld give, 

“ But that in juftice they could do naslefe: 

4¢ Than hang him up to teach him how to live 


Now might T tell (as Smollet erft has done) 
How oft he flept 
At wretched inns, 
And wept 
His fins, 
That fore’d him thus like Englith Lord to run, 
And fill at every poft enquire 
The object of all womankind’s defire, 
Some nam’d the glory of high blood, 
“The reputation of a face, 
Or the fweet liberty of widowhood, 
Or the delights of flattery and Praife ; 
And fome pretended in one fpot to find 
The great controuler of the female mind, 
This fpot’s the ftrangeft and the oddefi ! 
Madam, you not hide your face— 
My Mnie is fo extremely modett 
She will not name the place. 
It 
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° It is a kind of fecret locket, 
A locket that.a lady carries 
For her virginity to fleep in. 
It fleeps aif "twas in her pocket, 
Until the marries, - 
When ’tis no longer worth the keeping. 


_ But to my tale. The day was come 
“when poor Carrone muft come homes 
By conftant difappointments crofs’d, 
He journey’d on penfive and mute, 
_For well he knew that all was loft, 
And if he gave up the purfuit, | 
He with it muit give up the ghoft. 


While thus difconfolate he rode 

Through the thick horrors of an aged wood,” 
A thoufand dulcet founds were heard, 

A thoufand angej forms appear’d : 

But while he flew along the path, 

The dancers vanifh’d with as much difpatch’ 
_ As the fidlers do at Bath 

‘When Mr. Wade holds up his watch. 
Inftead of thefe, upon the green, 

Sedately fitting on her bum, 

Like Contemplation, fucking either thumb, 
A female form was {eens 


Not 
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Not of thofe forms which at each glance infpirg ‘ 
The firong convulfive throbbings of defire,-~= 
But rather like a kitchen fender, 

“To keep us from Love’s fire ; : 
For fhe was uglier than the Witch of Endor, 
At fuch a fight, the Knight, : 
Though not exattly in a fright, 

~ Yet felt a fort of tribulation,” 

And panic, 

Not being ufed to incantation - 
And operations fatanic; : 
Manceuvres fuch as ** entre nous” 
Might ftartle either me or you. 


But fhe, who gucft 
At the occafion of his fears, 
Promis’d to fave his neck and ears, 
If he would grant her one requeft. 
The Knight you'll think was nothing loth, 
So that the oath 
Was quickly ratified by both, 


~ And now, with exhortations meef, ° 
The female Mansfield takes her feat ; 
While anxious for the dread decree, 
The Jury fit with folemn eyes, 
Ruminating, and looking wife, 


Like oxen in a reverie, 
Then 
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Then thus our Hero to the court 
Made his report : 
“ The Mafter-mover of your fex,. 
“* The cauie of all your arts and wiles, 
** You well-diffembled tears and {miles 

+ © With which mankind you footh or vex, 
“* Seem kind and civil, on 
“ Or. play the.devil, - 
«¢ Is the infatiate love of rule, 
** Tf I’m deceiv’d,) ~ 

* Friend Satan is a fool, 

* And fhall no longer be beliey’d.” 





‘ne 


The anfwer was by all applauded, 
And he with liberty rewarded. : 
But ftill new ftorms, which there is no forefeeing, 
O’ercloud the paffage of this wretched life 5». 
For now the curfed hag infitts ou being— - 
O ftrange and horrible !—his wife! : 
Ju vain he fiwore *twas worfe than porter’s work, 
Worfe than the galley of a Turk, 
With fuch a worn-out wither’d witch to wed, 
A damn’d fexagenary maidenhead ; 
His oath is paft, and he is put to bed! 
The bride fo fweetly her foft withes mutter’d, 
uz would have fivorn her mouth was butter’d 3 
re VOL. HI | L "Till 
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*T ill grown impatient with defire, 
She fum’d, and gap’d, and fputter’d, 
Juft like an oyfter m the fire. 
Yet all in vain ; 
Carrone could not eafe her pain ; 
For the good witch had fuch a face and thape, as” 
‘Would damp the vigour of a youhg Priapus. 
Her nofe—you'd fwear had been forgot, 
But through ‘her noftrils without pain - 
You might have look’d into her brain, 
And trac’d each wand’ring thought. . 
Her eyes—but they long fince had fled,. 
And taken refuge in her head, 
So I can’t tell with much precifion 
Whether they-were black or blue. 
Her eyelids, like the beauties of a Jew, 
Scem’d just efcap'd from circumeifion. 


Now, Ladies, you may fee - 
My ‘Tale draws near to a conclufion, « 
Or what we call cataftrophe, _ 
By the confufion . 
Among the Dramatis Perfonz. 
We've left our Hero in a ferape, 
And in fome danger of a rape; 
Fe foft--the Lady thus addrefs’d Garrone! — 


uae 
, 
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. © Canf thou, regardlefs of the vow 
** For which I fav’d thy forfeit life, 
*¢ Canft thou no other gift allow, 
** But the cold, empty name of wife? 
* Alas! to what fhall Virtue trutt, 
“ By the keen glance of Envy view’d, 
‘ If every wrinkle can difgutt 
“* The flattering eye of Gratitude? 
“ Say, does thy foolifh pride difdain 
“¢ Within this wither’d breatt to reign & 
. Speak but the word, and I affume: 
‘* The vernal rofe’s morning bloom: 
*¢ All that the ftoic breaft can warms 
** Each grace of feature, fhape, and hue; 
** More than thy youthful thought can form, 
“€ Or Fancy’s pencil ever drew, : 
“ Yet think’it thou, that by paifion fann’d, 
** Thy flame hall never, never fail ? 
“© Shall ne’er RefleGion’s meddling hand 
“** From Folly fnatch fair Beauty’s veil ? 
ee Say, can thy jealous fear provide . 
*¢ ’Gainit each infidious winning art, 
‘© Each wile by foul Seduction try’d, 
‘To gain, and to corrupt the heart ? 
“ Reflect! and let the fatal doom 
“ By calm Difcretion’s hard be fign’d: 
2 Mnercfily feck from beaaty’s bloom - 
“ What only centres in the mind!” 
La At 
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At firft he ponder’d, 
And then look’d wife, and blunder’d, 
And wonder’, 
And toft and flounder’ ‘d, 
Juit Hke the famous pigs of yore, 
The pigs that jump’d into the water, 
‘The pigs that had ‘ le diable au corps,” 
‘The pigs that play’d “le diable a quatre.” 
. 
At length recovering, God knows how, 

$* Madam,” fays he, ‘* you mutt allow 
** ’Twas no exceffive predilection 
** Either for your parts or figure, es 
But a-‘redundancy of vigour, 

« That brought me into this connection, - 

‘© But fince the fatal knot is tied, 
© The only way to thew y wit 

*¢ Is to fubmit, ; 

«© And to be govern’d by my bride. 

§¢ To you my power I refign, 

6* My life, my fortune, all is thine.” 


He {poke—at once each wrinkle difappearsy 
And every word blots out the trace of years, 
- But now, dear Mufe! my earneft pray’r is, 
That you'd not take thefe damn’d vagaries 3 
* ~ 
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De not my ticheft colours.taint, 
Nor fome curs’d fign-poft beauty paint, 
Some goddefs of a city ball, - 
In whofe fat cheeks the red and white 
Moft matrimonially unite, 
Like brick and mortar on a wall t 
You've heard of Venus’ fhape and air— 
With them lee Fancy deck jthe fair. 
Is Fancy of the tafk afraid? — ; 
Steal them from Gr—nby ready made. 
Gr—nby, of half her charms bereft, 
‘Will be unconfcious of the theft, 
Here Nature feem'd to mock Pygmalion’s att, 
All that proportion, all that form can give, 
‘Venus once more had-play’d Prometheus’ part, 
And bid the beauteous wonder love, and live. 
‘To meet the touch now rofe her eager breaft, 
As proud to feel the paffion it infpir’d, ; 
And now, by meddling Modefty reprefs’d, 
Slow, and reluctant, from the hand retir’d. 
Her eyes a thoufand tender thoughts reveal’d, 
And bluhhes told whate’er thofe eyes conceal’d. 


The youth beheld, and madd’ning with defire, 
Impetuous rufh’d upon the tender maid ; 
The tender maid, with vagii-diffembled fire, 
find feigza’d retudtance, each embrace o’erpaid. 
ae L3 With 
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With plaintive notes, half {mother'd, half exprefs'd, 

She feem’d, like Philomel, ‘her fate to mourn ; 

Yet flrain’d the rudg invader to her breaft, 

And met, like Philomel, the fatal thorn ; . 

In fpecchlefs tanfport clos'd her languid eye, 

And on his trembling lip pour’d forth her parting 
: figh! 


Iv. 


THE MUSSULMAN’s DREAMA 
FROM DORAT. 


THE zephyrs were huth’d, the feraglio was fill, 
‘The fun faintly gleam’d from the verge of the hill, 
From their prifons emerg’d the difconfolate fair, 

To brood on their forrows, and tafte the freth air, 
With ugly black cunuchs in terrible rows, 

To {care the young people, and frighten the-crows 3 
The Mufti, by fudden devotion infpir’d, 

From church to the fiefh and the devil retir’d, 

Well pleas’d on his favourite’s breaft to recline, 


And drown all reflection in gallons of wine. 
. 

~ 

Meanwiire— 
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“+ Meanwhile, amid the deepening thade, 
With downcaf eyes, and aching breatt, 
The youthful | Uspeck ftray’d. 
With rage his country’s wrongs he faw, 
His God degraded, and mankind opprefs’d, 
By fern Mohammed’s law. 
*© Othou, All-feeing Pow’r!” he cried, 
** Who view’ft each thought yet lab'ring i in my mind, 
£6 Shy, in-what fecret cell, . 
** Far from the glance of feeble human kind, 
** Doth pure Religion dwell ? 2 
_{* Ab, wherg.ddth-Pruth refide ? 
‘Me Speak, pitying pow’r! and let that awfut breath 
« Which clears the fullied face of: day, 
“ Sweep with refiitlefs force thefe fanes away, ° 
“ By fuperitition rais’d and bought with death ! 
* ¢ Beneath their ruins crufh each impious prieft, 
‘© Who reeling fi from th’ unhallow’d feaft, 
** Prefumes his guilty hands to raife 
In all the mockery of pray’r. 
Let thy whole race the father’s bounties fhare, 
All earth thy temple, all our blifs thy praife.” 


66 
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+ 


Thus Usreck fpoke. Now, Ma’am, you know 
There’s nothing eafier than talking: 
But you are foon fatigued, with walking 
Tf you keep taking as you go. 

a ; L4 So 
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So that, as ftrange as it may feem, 
It very naturally came to pafs, 
That Usrecx fell afleep upon the grafs, 
And then he dreams, and this was Uspecx’s dream 


From the low turf that props his wearied head, 
Far as his eye can ftretch its dazzled fight, 
He fees thin wavy clouds in columns Ipread, 
, While sll th’ horizon glows with ftreams of light. 
Slow breathes the gale, when to his ravifh’d.view 
“ The opening clouds unnumber’d hymphs difplay, 
Whefe naked limbs, bath’d in celeftial dew, 
Softer-with milder beams the blaze of day, 
Smiling the wantons glide: no envious veil 
Steals from his longing eye the feat it lovés, 
Save the foft hair that floats on every gale, 
And every whifpering wifhful figh removes. 


Long had he gaz’d ;—when thro’ the groaning thy 
Fierce lightnings flafh’d, and.echoing from ew high 
A voice that fhook all -nature’s frame 
In thunder fpoke—‘* Blefs’d be Mohammed’s name Pag 
 Blefs’d be his name !”—th’ angelic choirs reply. 
At length the P rophet’s form appear’d 5 
Youn g faucy cupids fluttering round, 

His brows with myrtle chaplets crown’d, 
Or ftroak’d his facred beard, 


 Ussecx,” 
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« Uspecx,” he cry’d, thy doubts reprefie 
6 All human kind, as well as you, 7 
« ‘The fame dark, doubtful path,purfue, 
*¢ Blunder through life, and walk by guefs. 
*¢ Mutt he, whofe firft creative glance 
¢-Call’d forth all nature from the womb of night, 
“© At each weak mortal’s call advance, 
“¢ To purge the films that cloud his feeble fight ? 
¢* The God who lives through all this teeming globe, 
“© Attendant on each puny fect, 
© Their wild unmeaning rites direct, 
#8. Or'chufe the colours of a Mufti’s robe ? 


“¢ °Tis true, from fidtion’s inyftic cloud 
“ Trofe to guide th’ adoring croud, 
*¢ But, mote than reafon’s boafted ties, 
«« My ufeful frauds their rage reftrain 5 
“¢ Then bear the dogmas you defpife 
® And learn to guide—not break the rein 5 
*© Go, Usneck, at thofe alters bend, 
“¢ There vow by every facred tie, 
“* To be thy God’s, thy country’s friend, 
*¢ The guardian of humanity ; 
6¢ Wrench’d from the hand of furious zeal 
** To Juflice give th’ avenging fteal ; 
“¢ Let every crime thine anger fear, 
‘6 Let evety forrSw claim thy tear; 

‘s Ls a Let 


ie 
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#° Let Want her long-loft comforts know, 
** Unfeen the fource from whence they flow.. 
#6 Behold the law by heaven imprefs’d, 
‘The code of every virtuous breaft, 
« Tis nature’s voice;'tis true religion, 
«© °Tjg Numa’s and Mohammed’s creed, * 
*¢ From all their idle fables freed, ; 
«¢ Th’ infpiring nymph, and whifpering pigeon. 


.  Buttfree from each feverer duty, 

#¢ Fear not through Pleafure’s paths to fwerve, 
“* But in the fmiles of yielding Beauty, « 
«© Receive the meed your toils deferve. 
«6 The God who rears the vernal rofe, 
*¢ Fram’d not in vain this fweeter flower 5 
«© Then freely tafte what he beftows, 
«« And by thy raptures {peak his power. 
© Voluptuous, but without excefs, 
" ¢ Know every joy that love fupplies 5 

“6 In the fpare cup-of happinefs ~~ 

«¢ Each drop is counted by the wife. 

** Let Thought iefining on delight, 

<¢ Let Fancy all her arts employ, 

«* And every feeling jenfe unite 

“ "To fix the momentary joy. 

4¢ Thus, when thy foul to heaven fhall rife, 


“ That 
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t¢ That love, which kindling in thy mind,’ 
*© Beam’d rays of comfort‘on mankind, 
* Shall blefs thee in thy native fhies. 
To crown thy virtue’s finifh’d courfe, 
“ Thefe Houris all their chains dilplay, 
“© And joys, eternal as thcir fource, 
* Reward the merits of a day,” 


Tho? the fpeech of the prophet was rather to long, 
The old gentleman fcem'd not fo much in the wrong. 
This Usaecx confefs’d, when with fudden furprife, 

“In the arms of Sezrma he open’d his eyes. 

‘The tender Serima, the flave whom he lov'd, 

Who in fearch of her Lord through the foreft had 
rov'd, 

Requefting each echo that dwelt in the thade, 

To proteé& a philofopher ftolen or ftray’d, 

And from whom he receiv’d the reward of his labours, 

After fleeping all night for the good of his neighbours. 

Though the girl was no Houri, to mere fons of clay 

Plain woman may prove as inftruétive as they $ 

So not mifemploy’d were the moments he ftole 

While rehearfing the raptures defign’d for his foul. 

Henceforth, of impoitors he ceas’d to complain, 

For a fool more or Jefs never troubled his brain, 

Left the Prieft with the Mufti:to drink at their lei- 
fure, 

And confeis'd that true wifdom is center’d in pleafure, 


Le UW THE 
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THE FRIENDS 
FROM LA FONTAINE, 


‘THOMAS and Ned were merry fellow % 
Fellows of a fuperior mind, 

Never fqueamithly inclin’d, 

Never fplenetic or jealous, 

But fatisfied, when hardly prefe’d, 

'To lay their eggs in the fame nei, 

At length, a fmall difpute was bred 

By thefe exceflive condefcenfions, 

At length a pullet thew’d her head 

‘To which they had the fame pretenfions ¢ 
‘The pullet grew bigger and bigger, 

Each claim’d the pullet as his own, 
Difdain’d copartnerfhip of vigour, 

And, Ceefar like, would reign alone. 


This ftorm had fearcely fpent its rage, 
When it was follow’d by another ; 
?Twas when the pullet came of age,, 
To learn and labour like her mother; 


Tis 
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"Tis true, fhe was a lovely. chicken, 

Like Cavendith, or Venus, fair, 
_-Fit for any monarch’s picking, 

Fit for the tooth of my Lord Mayor. 

Yet, ’twasa fhocking fight to fee 

The confcript fathers difagree. 

No longer anxious to inftruét, . 

And to confirm her in her duty, 

"They quarrel’d for the ufufruct 

Of Mifs’s innocence and beauty. 

But whether Tom, ox Ned, or both, 
soHad the good luck their point to gain, 

Til take my oath, 

IT know no more than La Fontaine. 


Vi 


THE MUTUAL CONFESSION. 
A TALE . = 
FROM L’ALMANAC DES MUSESe 


A Certain Lord, by his phyfician, 
Was fent upon a vifit to Old Nick, 
Where he beheld his Coachman Dick 
Difpatch’d upon the fame commiffion. 
“ My 
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My Lord!~I hope your Lordfhip’s well f 
I’m charm’d to fee fo good a matter = 
But tell me, pray, what ftrange difatter 
Has brought you With fuch {peed to hell ?* 
You know, my friend,” the Peer reply’d, 
My fpotlets, wife, as chafte as fair, 
Had crow a'f my labours with an heir, 
Some wife intrigues and tricks I try’d, 
To blefs this worthy objeét of my care, 
But I unfortunately died, 
So now you fee I’m fentenc’d to be fry’d. 
But you, my good eld friend, whofe grave 
Even I bedew’d with many a tear, a 
So faithful, fo attach’d a flave—— 
Pray, what the devil brought you here ?” 
Alas, my LordJ—that fon of your’s—God rot 
him! 
Your faithful flave jis damn’d for haying got 
him!” : es 


= x 
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THE POWER OF FAITE, 
A TALE 
FROM THE SAMEe 


‘A Miracle! a miracle, my friends !” 

(Th’ enraptur’d Selim cry’d) 

.. Behold, the raging tempeft ends, 
“Mohammad to my pray’r attends, 

** And checks th’ infulting tide. 

“* For while it thunder’d and it lighten’d, 

** J turn’d to Mecca’s feven-times facred fite, 

“* (L could not fpeak, I was fo frighten’d) 

“* Our Prophet beaming through the gloom of night, 
“* Difpel’d at once the elemental firife, 

4 And deign’d to fave his faithful fervant’s life.” 


‘¢ Ys the man mad, or only drunk ?” 
(An old Egyptian fereams) 
‘* Belicve me, friend, our bark had funk, 
“ Spite of your Prophet and his beams ; 
‘* But thro’ the ftorm, at my requeft, 
** At once the mighty Apis came, 
“ Betoug chete eyes he ftood confefs’d, 
** With tail of fire, and horns of flame. 

Thaw 
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€ 1 faw him fhake his awful brow; 
“ (All nature trembled at his nod) 
*¢ And hail’d with tears the my‘tic God, 
“« The heir apparent of a Cow !” 


© Good folks,’ exclaim’d a Cherokee, 
§ Tis pity you fhould difagree. 
© Why fo abufive in your {peeches ? 
* The real fage fuch language fcorns. 
* Why can’t you drefs the Bull in breeches, 
© And deck the Prophet with his rival’s horns? 
* Yet, Sirs, transform them as you pleafc, 
* Ic will not much improve your creed ; Ly 
© If you would know who calm’d the feas, 
* Know ’twas my whip that.did the deed.’ 
“¢ —Your whip, Sir!”’—* Yes.’—‘* Your moft obe~ 
dient! 
*¢ A very pleafant, fafe expedient, 
‘© A fairy, Sir, perhaps, or witch,”—= é 
« —Good Sirs, reprefs thefe impious fneers ! 
© This whip, refounding on my breech, 
* Made the Great Hare prick up his mighty ears; 4 
« Squatting upon his radiant form, 
© He fmil’d to fee his bleeding flave, 
« And with his heav’nly paw difpers’d the ftorm, | 
© And fmooth’d the troubled wave.’ 


5 . 
While 
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While thus they quarrel’d, and difputed, 
Denied, afferted, and confuted, > 
A fage Chincfe, who near them fate, 
And litten’d to.the whole debate, 
Seizing a favourable paufe, 
Thus op’d bis Afiatie jaws. 
“* Friends, you’re fo learned and fo funny, 
That I could hear you talk all night; 
I’d bet the Captain any money, 
“* That all are vaffly in the right. 
*¢ But yet, to fet my mind at reft, 
‘* Be pleas’d to grant me one requett, 
Tafk not, that your pow’rful pray’rs, 
** Addrefs’d to Prophets, Bulls, and Hares, 
© Should dry the fwelling ocean’s fource, 
“© Or check the whirlwind’s rapid courfe, 
** Or give to age the bloom of youth, 
Or make a traveller tell truth.— 
But fince that pow’r we all refpect, 
In forming you his perfect creatures, 
At firft thought proper to negleé 
The ufual complement of features ;— 
This fingle proof I would propofe= 
‘That all the three fit down together, 
To nature leave the winds and weather, 
And beg of heaven another inch of nofe.” 


4 


‘ 


“ 
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CURIOUS ADVERTISEMENTS, 


Ma. JONES’s Nephew, of the Old Bailey, being 
daily apprifed (fince bis arrival from abroad) of the 
many fraudulent and cvafive ways pracifed by a man 
in the environs of Flect-ftreet who writes himfelf 
Jones ; which is an open impofition, having no right 
thereto, but only catculated to delude the unwary : 
therefore Mr. Jones’s nephew, finding it abfolutely. 
neceflary, at the reyuett of his friends, and in justice 
to the public, hereby deciares, upon his honour, that 
there is not any one of the name of Jones exifting in 
the profeffion, the perfon alfudet! to atid méant for 
fuch, that has given fo much univertal fatisfaction, 
being Williams, a native of Radnorfhire, South 
Wales, nephew to Mr. Jones, the fecond, the lat, 
and. the only one of the profeifioa that ever was, oF 
will be, in the family. 
WILLIAMS, Jones’s Nephew. 
White Ball, No, 25, Fleet-Lane, near 
the Old Bailey, Aug. 9, 1774. 


N. B. Any one prefuming to perfonate him for the 
future will be proseciited ; likewife, fhall the man pers 
fitt in his ob{tinate opinion, he will find his real name 


and o¢cupation inferted. ‘ . 
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A gentleman, lately returned from Chefter, has fent 
us the following curious advertifement, which, 
for its very great fingularity, we think may 


prove entertaining to our readers : 
PETER STORY, farricr, takes this method to 


acquaint the public, that, provided he is encouraged 
by any number of fupportable gentlcinen, &c. fo far 
as 190 guineas, that he defigns to publith a {mall 
BOOK, which will be a moi elegant initructor for 
farriery, &c. as undoubtedly, according to his deferv« 
ing charu€tcr, may prove yery beneficial, and worth 
fame millions of pounds to the inhabitants of Great 
Britain in general, and the city of Chefter in pars 
ticular, where he now intends to fettle, 

He infallibly cures the following diftempers, viz. 
ulcers upon any part of the human body, excepting 
the vocal part ; itch, without the leat danger, &c, the 
prick of a thorn, wild warts upon horfes, &c. the 
pole evil, quiterbone, fiftula, brokenbone, glanders, 
bloody fpaven, ringbone, mifbleeding in the neck, 
lamenefs in the hoofs, &c, ulcers infide and outfide, 
guiclding and nicking in a very fafe way of recovery, 
that all the hair of the tails wiil be fecured; deftroy- 
ing of rats very punctually defcribed, the bite of a 
mad dog, and manching: all the above cures may 
be done, if not infide, between the expence of one 
farthing and fixpence. N. B. That, if any, of his 
directions may be judged by any iuiticient majority 
to be defraudsble, he'll fuffer being jibbeted alive. 

N.B, That 
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N. B. That the faid Peter Story was brought up 
to the abovementioned farriery from his youth: he 
lived three years as a foreman with the moft noted 
Mr. Dick Bevin, tate of the Bridge-ftreet, Chefter, 
deceafed, who has been for feries of years a chief 
farrier, under the command of feven regiments of 
horfe; at length he grew fat and gouty, fo that he*_ 
was difabled from his profeffion, and in the mean 
while the jaid Peter Story, owing to a great prac- 
tice, improved himéfelf incomparable, and now being 
his own mafter thefe 25 years ago, he has ftudied up- 
on feveral articles of his own invention, which in 
general proves mott effectual. Any gentleman, &c. 
that fhall favour him with their cuftom, hall be moft 
humbly acknowledged by their moft devoted humble 
Servant, Peter Story, at Glafcod, near St. George, 
upon the great turnpike-road from London to Holy. 
head. 





The following bite upon ‘the public was of fo extraordi- 
nary @ nature, that it deferves to be recorded, as it 
Soews, that a foolifh credulity and ridiculous curi« 
afity feem to have banifbed common fenfe from the 
quality and gentry of this great metropolis.” To- 
avards the middle of January, 1749, the Sfolosving 
advertifement appeared in the news-paperss 








AIT the New Theatre in the Hay-Market, on Mon” 
day next, the 16th infant, to be feen a perfon who” 
performs 
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performs the feveral moft furprizing things following, 
viz, Firft, he takes a common walking-cane from 
any of the {pectators, and thereon plays the mufic of 
every inftrument now in ufe, and likewife fings to 
furprizing perfection. Secondly, he prefents you with 
a common wine bottle, which any of the fpectatory 
may firft examine: this bottle is placed on a table 
in the middle of the ftage, and he (without any equi- 
vocation) goes into it, in fight of all the fpectators, 
and fings in it: during his ftay in the bottle, any per- 
fon may handle it, and fee plainly that it does not 
exceed a common tavern bottle, 

Thofe on the ftage or in the boxes may come int 
mafked habits (if agreeable to them), and the pers 
former (if defired) wil! inform them who they are. 
“Stage 7s. 6d. Boxes gs, Pitt 3s. Gallery 2s. 

To begin at half an hour after fix o'clock; 
&& Tickets to be had at the Theatre, 
'. The performance continues about two hours 
: and a half ¢ 

N. 2. If any gentlemen or ladies, after the above 
performances (either fingly or in company, in or 
out of mafk) are defirous of feeing a reprefentation’ 
of any deceafed perfon, fuch as hufband or wife, fitter 
or brother, or any intimate friend of either fex, 
‘(upon making a gratuity to the performer) fhall be 
gratified, teeing and converfing with them for fome ~ 
minutes, as if alive; likewife (if defired) he will tell’ 

you 


LT 242 ] 
you your moft fecret thoughts in your paft life; and 
give you a full view of perfons who have injured 
you, whether dead or alive. 
For thofe gentlemen and ladies who are defirous - 


of feeing this lait part, there is a private room pro- 


vided, : 
Thefe performances have been fee by moft of the | 


crowned heads of Afia, Africa, and Europe, and never 
appcared public any where but once ; but will wait” 
of any at their houfes, and perform.as above, for five 


pounds each time. i 
we There will be a proper guard to keep the houfe * 
in due decorum. , : 

ad 
This other advertifement was alfo publithed at the 
fame time, which, one would have thought, was 


fufficient to prevent the furmer’s having any effed. 


Lately arrived from Italy, 
£€ SIG. Capitello Fumpedo, a furprizing dwarf, no 
taller than a common tavern tobacco-pipe; who 
cag, perform a great many wonderful equilibres on 
the flack or tight rope: likewife, he’il transform his 
body in aboye ten thoufand different fhapes and pof- 
tures; and after he has diverted the fpectators two 
hours anda half, he will open his mouth wide, and= 
jump down his own throat, He being the mo% 
wonderfull’ wonder of wonders as ever the world 
wonder’d > 
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wonder’d at, would be willing to join in perform, 
ance-with that furprizing mufician on Monday next, 

in the Hay-Market. . 
-** He is to be fpoke with at the Black Raven in Gold- 
en-lane, every day from feven to twelve, and froma 

twelve all day long.” . 
Neverthcles, the contrivance took, and the play« 
houfe was crouded-suith Dukes,  Ducheffes, Lords, 
Ladies, &c, the confequence of which will appear 

from the following paragraph. 

Laft night (viz. Monday, Jan. the 16th) the much« 
“expected drama of the bottle conjurer of the New 
Theatre in the Hay-Market, ended in the tragi-comi+ 
cal mauner following, Curiofity had drawn together 
prodigious numbers. About feven, the theatre being 
lighted up, but without fo much asa fingle fiddle 
to keep the audience in good humour, many grew 
impatient, Immediately followed a chorus of cate 
calls, lightened by loud vociferations, and beating 
with flicks; when a fellow came from bebind the 
curtain, and bowing, faid, thatif the performer did 
not appear, the money fhould be returned. At Spe 
fame time, a wag crying out from the pit, that if 
" the jladies and gentlemen would give double prices, 
the conjurer would get into a point bottle ; prefently 
a young gentleman in one of the boxes feized a light- 
_ edcandle, and threw it on the ftage. This ferved as 
the charge for founding to battle. Upon this, the 
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greateft part of the audience made the beft of their 
way out of the theatre ; fome lofing a cleak, others 
a hat, others a wig, and others hat, wig, and 
fwords alfo. Oné party, however ftaid in the houfe, 
in order to demolifh the infide, when the mob break- 
ing in, they tore up the benches, broke to pieces the 
fcenes, pulled down the boxes, in fhort, difmantled 
the theatre entirely, carrying away the particulars 
above-mentioned into the ftreet, where they made a 
mighty bonfire ; the curtain being hoifted on a pole 
hy way of a flag. A large party of guards were 
fent for, but came time enough only to warm. 
themfelves round the fire. We hear of no other dif 
after than a young nobleman’s chin being hurt, o¢ta- 
fioned by his fall into the pit, with part of one of the 
boxes, which he had forced out with his foot. ’Tis 
thought the conjurer vanithed away with the bank, 
Many enemies to a late celebrated beok concerning 
the ceafing of miracles, are greatly difappointed by 
the conjurer’s nou-appsarance in the bottle; they 
imagining, that his jumping into it would have 
been the moft conviacing proof poflible, that miracles 
are not yet ceafed, 

Several advertifements were printed afterwards, 
fome ferious, others comical, relating to this whim- 
Sical affair ; among the reft was the following, which, 7 
we hope, may be a means of curieg this humour for 
the future. : i 

This 
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. This is to inform the Public, 
THAT, notwithftanding the great abufe that has 
been put upon the gentry, there is now in town a 
than, who, inftead of creeping info a quart or pint 
bottle, will change himtelf into a rattle ; which he 
hopes will pleafe both young and old. If 'this per- 
fon meets with encouragement to this advertifenent, 
he will then acquaint the gentry where and when he 
- performs, 


The reafon affigned, in another humorous adver- 
tifement, for the conjurer’s not going into the quart 
bottle, was, that after fearching all the taverns, not 
one could be found, 


ON THE ABOVE TRANSACTION IN THE 
HAY-MARKET. 
“WueEn conjurers the quality can bubble, 
And get their gold with very little trouble, 
By putting giddy lies in public papers, — 
As jumping in quart bottles,—fuch like vapours 5 
And further yet, if we the matter ftrain, 
Would pipe a tune upon a walking-cane’s 
Nay; more furprifing tricks! he {wore he'd thew 
Grannum’s who dy’d a hundred years ago :— 
*Tis whimfical enough, what think ye, firs? 
‘The quality can ne’er be conjurers, 
“Phe detel adit iho, let me {peak in brief, 
' The audience fools, the conjurer a thief, 
Vou Ul M TWO 
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TWO EXTRAORDINARY ADVERTISEMENTS 
FROM THE LONDON EVENING POST OF 
DECEMBER 12, AND 22, 1764, 


December 6th, 1767, 


Wuireas a perfon who ftiles himfelf Major . 
Brereton, has falfely and fcandaloufly afperfed the 
Ehavabeg of feveral gentlemen, members of the 
Fockey Club; it is unanimoufly agreed, at a general 
meeting of the Jockey Clas, held this day at the Star . 
and Garter tavern, Pall-Mall, that the faid Brereton 
-be expell’d the new coffee-room at Newmarket; a 
fociety inftituted purpofely to exclude all perfons, 
except thofe whofe conduct and charatters entitle 
them to be received into the company of gentlemen» 


Grafton, 
Ancafler, 
Kingilon, 
Nerthumberland, 
Up. Offory, 
Afhburnham, 

G. Selwyn, 

“ Tho, Penton, jun. 
John Scot, 
Richard Cox, 
John Calvert, 
March and Ruglen, 
Orford, 

Tho, Shirley, 


Robert Pigott, jun, 

Fr. Naylor, 

C.Boothby Skrymfher, _ 
Bolingbroke, 

T. Charles Bunbury, 
Waldegrave, 

Robert Brudeneil, 
George Cavendifh, 
George Lane Parker, 
Barrymore, 
Bridgewater, 
Gower, 
Granbs, « 
J. S. Douglafs, 5 
WHEREAS 
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WHEREAS an advertifement has been publified ~ 
in this paper, figned by twenty-eight perfons (many 
of whom are of high rank and didindion), to inform 
the world that they thought fit to expel me the new 
coffee-room of Newmarket, as unworthy to be re- 
ceived into’ the company of gentlemen, becaufe [ ! 
have (as fome of them fay) falfely and feandaloully 
afperfed the characters of feveral members of the 
Fockey Club; I think it incumbent on me to declare 
(for the further information of the public) that the 
fuppofed falfe and feandalous afperfion therein alluded. 
‘to, is my having told his Grace the Duke of Nore 
thumberland and Lord Offory, that certain members 
‘of that club had cheated them and me at cards, 
at the lait meeting at Newmarket : I told them pub- 
licly, becaufe I faw it with my own eyes, I told: 
. them fo. not in fecret, but in the prefence of the 
acenfed, the fame day in which they had cheated, ” 
T {till infit upon the truth of whatT have faid, and 
am ready to atteit it upon oath. -I do not here 
mention the names of the perfons who were guilty 
of cheating, becaufe I thould thereby incur a profe- 
cution, which, I have no doubt, thofe Gentlemen 
would take the advantage of : but being now in 
London, and finding Jt the only -fafe way of pub- 
‘lifhing my cafe, 1 take this method to declare, that 
Tam read, to inform any gentlemen whom thefe 
“perfons are, together with all the circumftances of 
their behaviur. Witttam Brergton, 
M2 . Hue 
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HUMOROUS ADVERTISEMENTS, 


WHEgeas a perfon, who files himfelf Efquire 
Ketch, has falfely and fcandaloufly afperfed the 
charagters of feveral gentlemen, members of the 
Black-leg Club ; it is unanimoufly agreed, at a mect- 
ing of the Black-leg Club held this day at the Pillory 
and fumbrcl Tavern, Tyburn, that the faid Ketch be 
expelled the old hazard-room called Hell, at New- 
market; a fociety inftituted purpofely to exclude 
all perfons, except thofe whofe condud <4 charaders 
entitle them to be received into the aomwany of 
gentlemen. ee 
Mat o’the Mint, John Bluetkin, 
Nimming Ned, Tricking Tom, 
Jack Baghhot, Jonathan Wild, 
Jemmy Twitcher, Thomas Dupe, 
John Buckhorfe, Crook-finger’d Jack, 
Henry Trigger, John Peachum, 
Timothy Shuffle; Henry Mac Heath, 
Cogging Jack, Will. of Paddington, 
Anthony Swecpftakes, | Knowing Will, 


oie 


Timothy Diver, 
John Filch, 

Will. o’the Turf, 
Anthony Win-all, 
‘Pious George, 


Timothy Skull, 
john Thieftzker, 
Blafphcming Ned, 
Will, Defpemate, 
Aieorge Sing. 


Lb 
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du the Prefs, 
THE PARALLEL; 
oR, : 
THE TWO JOHNS, DUKES” OF BEDFORD 3 
JOHN, REGENT OF FRANCE, 
ND 
JOHN, THE EMBASS ADOR: 
With LETTERS and ANECDOTES. 
“Right tall he made himfelf to thew, 
Tho’ made full fhort by Gad: 
And when all other Dukes did bow, 
This Duke did only nod. Swirr. 
2 To which is added, 
A SUPPLEMENT, 
“Which continues the ftocy to the prefent times 











Next Month, 
Will be fold, by Lnch of Candle, to the highett Bidder, 
The Earl of Hertford’s BIBLE: 
(The owner baving no further occafion for it:) 

Te is dutgfuily printed in the minion letter on royal 
paper ; half bound; double gilt; andhas a fine broad 
phylaéery running round the borders. 

With notes, comments, and illuftrations, in manu- 

{eript, 
By David Stuart’ Mac Sceptick, Efq. 

Late Chaplain in Ordinary, and Secretary of Embafly, 
and now Secretary to the Right Hon. G——C—-,. 

M 3 a A 
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*,,* A confiderable fum has been offered for the goods 

avid of this Bible, being a ducky one. It is admira= 

. bly fitted for telling of fortunes, and difcovering 
ftolen goods, with the aid of a ey. On the white 
paper at the beginning, are the names and time of 
birth of his L p’s numerous and hopeful pro. 
geny, with their places, penfions, teverfions, and 
grants, Andon the white paper at the latter end, 
is a pradtical differtation, in his own hand-writing, 
on the text—Jy godlinefs there is great gain, 

For further particulars enquire at the Chamberlain’s 
office; the borough of Orford; the cattle of 
Dublin ;° Kenfington palace; the Secretary. of 
State's office; the office of Ordnance ; the Secre. 
tary of State's office in Ircland, &e. &c. &e. &o ! 
&c, &e, &c. &c. &c. 











In the profi, and fpeedily will be publifhed, 
Price 2s, 6d. bound in red leather, 
The Conway Court Regifter, 


In this regifter is contained a full acccount of all the. 
; offices, civil and military; penfions, reverfions, 
grants, governments, titles, &c, &c. lately given 
to, and now held by, that family and its allies, in 
England, Scotland, Ireland, and Americas The 
public may be affured that no pains have been 
spared 
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fpared to make this book complete ; notwithitands 
ing that it has been malicioufly afferted, in order to 
prejudice the fale, that the number of offices, &c. 
has been fo great, and fome of the grants fo fecret, 
that no private perfon could come at the exact 
knowledge of them. If after this regifter is 
printed off, any new employments fhould be be- 
-towed on that family, they will be printed en a 
” feparate fheet, and given gratis to the purchaser 
of this book. 
N.B. By way of an appendix, will be printed a 
correct lift of the offices from which the friends 
of General Conway haye been lately removed. 





AN IMPORTANT QUESTION DECIDED. 


To break his word, or lofe his place, 
Is Conway’s meditation ; 

T own it is a weighty cafe, 
And well worth confideration. 


But, fir, your brother, nephew, wife, 
Confult on this occafion ; 

They'll give, I vouch it on my life, 
Right folid confolation. 


M4 It 
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IT being mutually refolved to diffolve the part- 
nerihip account fubfifting between John and Mary 
+ Spindle, hufband and wife, in the parith’ of 
and to carry on thé bufinefs of mat rimony on each 
their feparate account; if any gentleman or lady has 
any claim of love or affection on either of the faid 
partners, they are defired to bring the fame to be jf 
fatisfied ; and whoever is- indebted to them, are 
hereby required to pay the faid debts to either of the 
partners, on account of the faid feparation, as foon 





2 


as is convenient. 





y Se a obs 

. THE members of the fociety correfpondi 

the incorporated fociety in Dublin for propagating 

the human fpecies in foreign parts, are defired to 

take notice, that a monthly meeting of their ftanding 

committee will be held at ————, on Friday 
next, at twelve o’clock precifely. 


ng with 





ve 





MISSING, 


SUPPOSED to be ftolen, from a boarding-fchool 
near » a beautiful young lady, aged feventecn,. 
danghter of the late Earl of ————, and heirefs 


to thirty thoufand pounds independent of hel mother. 
‘ She 
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She was obferved to walk in the back garden afte: 
dinner with Mr. Macmulla the dancing mafter, and 
is fuppofed to have made her efcape with him 
through the yew-hedge. She “ took nothing with 
her but a bottle of aqua vitz from her governefs’s 
china clofet, the fecond volume of Pamela, and the 
marriage-feryice torn out of the common- prayer 
book, te 

If offered to be matried to Mr. Macmulla, pray 
ftop her. 


———_——_—_—_— 


STOLEN OR STRAYED, 


FROM Mifs Trolly and Co’s lace fhop, in Duke’s- 
court, {mall bay filley, coming fifteen this grafs ; 
fhe has a black {pot juft under her left eye, a cock’d’ 
tail, goes well upon her legs, and is fit for any 
weight. : 

She had been fome time in trainidg for a colo- 
nel of the guards, but is fuppofed to have bees 
rode away with by an attorney’s clerk going on the: 
weltern circuit. 

Whoever brings her to’ Mrs. Trolly’s above- 
mentioned, or to the guard-room at Whitehall, 


fall have fifty guineas reward, and no quedlions 
afked, 


Ms: TO 
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TO BE SEEN AT THE COVENTRY CROSS, 


A_ CAST of the Grecian Venus, in plaifter of 
Paris. It has been greatly admired by the curious, is 
allowed to be the work of a mafterly hand, and the 
completeft model in the univerfe, 





——_—— 


NOW SELLING OFF AT PRIME COST, 
THE remainder of the ftock in trade of an emi« 
nent clergyman leaving off bufinefs, and retiring to 
ab k ; confifting of a complete fet of mae 
nufcript fermons for the whole year, with’ thefts 
and feftivals, including a deification of King Charles 
for the 30th of January ; a culvern charged and 
primed for the sth of November, with a rod for 
the whore of Babylon; the fins of the nation 
deferibed, in a difcourfe fit for the next folemn 
faft; charity, acceffion, antigallican, and fimall- 
pox fermons, fome half finithed traés again 
the Athanafian Creed, the mariage-act, and the 
Thirty-nine Articles, with. feveral other curious 
particulars ; The whole to be viewed till the time 
of fale, which will begin pun@ually at twelve 
o'clock, 
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Los P, 
IN the dark walkat Vauxhall, on Tuefday tite 
24th infant, two female reputations: one of them 
had a {mall fpot occafioned by forne dirt thrown upon 
it laft weekin the road to Ranelagh; the other never 
foiled. Whoever will bring them back to the owners, 
fhall receive five thoufand pounds, with thanks. 


=a 
DROPYrED, 


FROM a lady’s tongue in the left-hand ftage-box, 

‘at Drury-lane play-houfe, on Saturday faft, five 
fevere innuendoes concerning lady C——; four bitter” 
reflections on the Duchefs of H——; fome abufe 
to Mifs Maria W——; a panegyric on SW’ 
beauty; two fmall oaths, and a white lye about ‘ 
Spanifh paint. 

“If the above thould be offered to be retailed, or 
repeated by any who overheard, pray ftop them, 
and give notice to Mr. F > at his regifter- 
office in the Strand, and you fhall have half a guinea 
reward, 





MUST BE SOLD, 
THE owner being a bankrupt, a vote for a member 
of » for the borough of —— at the next general 
eledtigin: To prevent trouble, the price is fourfcore: 
Dotnde. 
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TOMR.SYKES, OF LIVERPOOL: 


FROM MRe ALMON, IN HOLLAND. 
WRITTEN IN 1758, 


From Belgia’s clime, a clime of old, 
Renown’d in ancient fame, 

I write, my friend, and dare be bold, 
To emulate thy name, 


On ev’ry man, in ev’ry clime, 
. Impartially I look, 
‘Thy noble precepts ev'ry time 
Occur in ev’ry book. 


O happy thou at home can range, 
Can read the Mufe’s lays, 

With ev’ry age in hift’ry change, 
Can fwell the pomp of praife. 


From Hector’s time to Marlbro’s days, 
When Marlbro’ was rever’d, 

When Englifh enfigns once were praife, 
And fhouts and fongs were heard, 


From Pindar’s Ode to Chaucer’s Tale, 
From Chaucer down to Pope ; 

Thy little bark along can fail, 
With loftier thips can cope. 


[ as7 
While you at home within your fhade, 
Each theory can perufe, 
Abroad I thro” each winding glade, 
Each praétice now purfues.  * 


What boots it ftill, my deareit friend,, 
TfL all nations fee, 

And not a line to thee I fend,. 
Nor thou a line tome? 


Adieu to whom my bofom turns, 
»,, With whom I’ve left my care ; 
“Adieu for whom my friendfhip burns, 
Adieu to Albion’s fair! 


Ye charmers of the happy land, 
May war’s deftructive arms, 

Ne’er thunder o’er your fertile ftrand, 
Nor fright you with alarms.. 


Adieu to parties, your domeftic broils, 
To Whigs and Tories laws, 

To namelefs things, and fruitlefs, toils, 
And to your good old caufe! 


It grieves me not, who reigns at home, 
Or who's rever’d abroad ; 
IfLin other nations roam, 


Can find the cleaneft road. 
A SKETCH 
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WRITTEN ON THE CHANGE OF THE MINISTRY IN 
: JULY, 1765. 


BY THE SAME. 
Difce omnes. 


Ho W vain are hopes ! how changeable is man? 
Shall Whigs complete what Jacobites began ? 
Whigs do I call them? Heav’ns! how falfe the 
claim! 
Ne’er let the Slaves profane that facred name. 
Who is their leader? Who direéts the band ? 
By whom are all their feeble meafures-plann’d:8*" 
B’en by that haughty, timid, treacherous thing, 
Who fears a fhadow,—yet who rules a k—. 
Clofe to his ftandard, trembling, firft appears, 
An hoary dotard, bent by weight of years ; 
‘The arch preceptor in corruption’s fchcol, 
In worth a bankrupt, and in fenfe a fool 3 
A would-be Jove to grafp the golden fhow’r, 
With hands unnerved ferambling ftill for pow’rs 
True to no party, fteady to no plan, 
‘Three-fcore and twelve, and never yet aman, 
Next comes the pale, unfledg’d, ill-tutor’d boy, 
Newmarket’s glory, and the Cock-pit’s joy ; 
<{None need I mention, for he thines at all, . 
Except but one—the Cock-pit at Whitehall) 
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From honour’s paths his wildnefs to reftrain, 
A ftaunch, old Tory bears the ftripling’s trains 
Let thefe contrafted fpecimens fuffice 
" 'To place her guides before Britannia’s eyes: 
Then let her judge ; and if the picture’s jut, 
Shalb fhe truit them, who can’t each other truft ? 
Various as winds, in this they all agree,— 
To Aaron’s golden calf to bend the knee. 
Their boatts of freedom let one line refute, —~ 
Dare they difmifs th’ acknowledg’d friends of Butz? 


£O THE LATE MINORITY» 


WRITTEN ON READING THE HISTORY OF THEIR 
CONDUCT, ENTITLED, ‘4 AN HISTORY OF 
THE LATE MINORITY,’ &c, 


WRITTEN IN OCTOBER, 1765. 
BY THE SAME. 
Sunt certi denique fintss 


AND does it gall you then, ye wenal crew ? 
Does hif'ry wring your fouls, becaufe "tis srue ? 
O wortt of libels ! fatire moft fevere ! 

When truth convictive ftrikes the culprit’s ear 5 
When conicious gui: ftands glaring in his eye, 
And his face owns it, tho’ his words deny. 
Let minions vave, and penfion'd creatures rail, 
"Truth is atl pow’rful. and mutt ftill prevail. 
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Look back, ye flaves, to that ill-omen’d day, 
‘When. bluthing freedom mark’d your treach’rous 

. way, 
Fraught with deceit? and eager to betrays 
Deferted Tempre, foremott on the plain, 
Where wav’d her banners, call’d you back in vain 5 
Psrt’s voice in thunder warn’d you froma throne, 
Where Bure in fplendid ufurpation fhone, i 
King-like array’d with honours not his own! 
While all around his fervile cringing clan. 
Purfued the traces of the few’rite’s plan; 
and brainlefs heads, falfe hearts, and fervile hands} 
Enfore’d obedience to his worft commands, 7 
Freedom, unplac’d, was robb’d of all’ her charms, 
And foul Oppreffion won you to her arms, 





Ye weak fupporters of a defperate caufe, 
Deferve for once your country’s jutt applaufe 5 
Your bungling talents now can only fuit 
The dark, infidious flratagems of Bure s 
Refiga, retire, forego the dangerous field, 

Saul’s: armour leave to thofe who beit can wield. _ 


~ The pond’rous fhield which Tampie’s arm could © 
bear, 
Shall feebly Rockingham prefuine to wear ? 
The tol’ring helmet fre can never fit * 
Richmond or Conway, that was made for Pitt. 


Genius 


ft 26: 4} 


Genius of England! freedoms guardian! rifem= - 
To fave thy fons fome glorious means devife ; 

To head thy pow’rs be fome great chief explor’d, — 
Nor Ict each pany whipfter feize thy fword. 


- TO THE LORD OF THE ISLE 
WRITTEN IN 1779s 
BY THE SAME. 


Dabis, improbe, penase 


“Waerrt’ wilt thou ftop, thou all-corrupting 
Thane, 
Who render'tt all the patriot’s labours vain f 
Who prov’tt by titles, ribbons, or by gold, 
That boafted virtue may be bought, and fold ! 
That ftubborn pride can ftoop to aid thy pla - 
That Chatham doats, tho’ Pitt was once a mant 


Shall there not rife fome great fuperior force, 
/To check thy. mad ambition in its courfe ? 
To drag thee, ftruggling, from behind the throne, 
And make thy head for thy falfe heart atone ? 
Shalt thon of goodnefs taint the pureft fpring, 
By hell-born magic fafcinate thy king ? 
And fhall not Freedom’s enterprifing arm 
Cut through the gordian knot that binds the charm ? ” 


Plefs’d 
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Blefe’d be the man, who, virtuous, juft, and brave, 
Shall ftretch his hand his country’s rights to fave, 
Ete Albion’s fons become no longer free, 

And all her chiefs unpopular, like thee ! 


One man*, like Abdiel, all thine arts hath found, 
Firm ’midft defertion, ’midt corruption found ; 
One whofe quick eye can penctrate thy wiles, 
Thy frowus who dreads not, nor who courts thy 

fimiles ; 

Who loves a Brunfwick, hates a Stout? reign, 
But moft abhors a kingdom-grafping Thane. 
Beware his vengeance ; for the day will come, 
Big with ripe fate, and black with gath’ring doc 
When thy jut fov’reign, yielding to the call 
Of groaning millions, urging on thy fall, — 
Will from thy dazzling greatnefs hurl thee down, 
And vindicate the honour of his crown. 





TQ A LADY, 


WITH A SET OF BOOKS, CONSISTING OF A COL= 
LECTION OF FUGITIVES. 


BY THE SAME, 
ACCEPT, dear girl, the trifle that I fend, 
The fimple tribute of a faithful friend; 4 


* Ear! Temple. 1 
Who 
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Who knows thy worth, and far efteems it more 
Than the rich diamond from Golconda’s fhore. 

In many a ferious, many a comic fit, 
By various hands thefe jeux Weflprit were writ ; 
Some pains I took the Foundlings to colleé, 
More judgment it requir’d what to rejedt. 
Had I your fkill, your quick difcerning parts, 
‘Without much pains I fhould have pleas’d all hearts. 
Such as they are, accept ’em, they are yours, _ 
And may amufe you at your Jeifure hours, 


EPITAPH 


IN BOVINGDON CHURCH-YARD, IN HERTFORD? 
SHIRE, 


THE BODY OF “MRS? ELIZABETH ALMON, 
Wife of Mr. JOHN ALMON. 


Nat. Dec, 25, 1737. Nup, OG. 27, 1760. > 
Ob. Aug. 31, 1781. 


This Stone. is infcribed by her difconfolate Hufband. 


FOR thee my thoughts all pleafures fhall forego 
For thee my tears fhall ftream in filent woe, 
Firlt taught by thee the higheft blifs to prove, 
The force, the truth, the purity of love ; 
Sacred to thee the gift I will confine, 
Join thee at death—and be for ever thine, 

* Alicred from Rowe. 


ON 
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ON THE DEATH OF 


. IRREGULARs 


BY THE SAME. 


AH! —— fairer than the new -blown rofe, 
Queen of ev’ry foft defire ; 
One moment flay—one grave fhall clofe 
Each raptur’d bofom’s fire. 
With eager hatte J clafp’d my arms 
Around her fhowy neck : 
She {trove to fpeak, but death alarms ; 
She from th’ embrace mutt break’ 
Then parting from me clos’d her eyes, 
_ I feal’d ’em with a kifs ; 
Each limb extended lifelefs lies, 
—Thofe limbs of former blifs. 
Oh fay, bright cherubs, fay, 
Did you e’er coavey 
To death’s pale regions yet, fo fair a fhade ! 
Let Time, with all his nuni’rous train 
Of mourning lovers, fing this firain, 
ind faints and angels guide ’em thro’ the glade. 


n 
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TO MR. SYKES, OF LIVERPOOL, 


WRITTEN UPON AN INTENTION OF GOING ABROAD, 
in 1782. 6 : 


BY THE SAME, 


Oo Sykes ! the pupil’s fav’rite, and the Mufe’s friend, 
No more ia Albion’s clime the Mufe fhall fend 

A verfe to thee ; ’tig fate, not fancy leads 

Through foreign climes; through foreign meads 
The Mute fhall jiray—perhaps not gain a grace 
Sacred with relics of the Roman race, 


O be thon blefs’d, retir’d, and great, and free, 
Nor pant for quiet, with a fate like me! 
Be happy in thy fhade, and known to few, 
Let my remembrance fpring again to view, 
tlow many hours, and days, and years we've paft, 
Our focial friendfhip, and our parting laft! 
—’s no more! —- fair 





*s dead, 
And love forgot, and ev’ry pleafure fled! 


When war fhall ceafe, thefe jarring times be o’er, 
And hufh’d the trumpet’s and the cannon’s roar, 
Convey me, Fortune, where fome other feene 
Prefents its view—fuppofe the banks of Seine. 

No more is left for folitude and me, 

But boottefs toil, and painful mem’ry. 
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BY THE SAME, 


WRITTEN IN 1783. 


WHEN Henty frown’d, and Wolfey lott 
The power he bafely had purloin’d; 

The nation found, that, to their coft, 
Both king and people had been blind. 


It is with fmall things, as with great, 
The principle’s alike in all; 

The paffions rife, like Wolfey’s ftate, 
Andebb, like Wolfey, to their fall,: 


When pallid toil, and jealous care, 
Were faft exhaufting nature’s ftore ; 
In anxious hope, I with’d to thare 
Of nature’s bleffings fomething more ; 


Jn a pure air, and near a ftream, 

On a dry foil, with verdure crown’d, 
Confronted by the morning gleam, 

By tufted hills the profpeét bound ; 


T built a houfe: to fteal from time 
A few more years, and cheer the ray 
Cf life’s cold evening, ere the prima 
Of {weet enjoyment felt decay, 
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But death approach’d, like Henry’s frown, 
And ruin’d all this fcheme of blifs ; 
Robb’d me of all I had, to own 
This lengthen’d fource of happinefs. 


As Wolfey vain, I thought ’twas fix’d, 
That Time alone could fhift the fcene ; 

That fate, fufpended, ftood betwixt 
Returning health, and weak’ning pain 3 


But death prevail’d ; and then I found 
My much-lov’d fcheme an idle toy 5 


* Error had led me blindly round 


Her giddy maze, a foolifh boy. 


The heart was good, the head was wrong 5 
LImeant to eke the date of life ; 

To pafs the focial hours among 
My friends, my children, and my wife. 


The die is caft ;—it mut not be ;— 
Death has deftroy’d this golden dream ; 
Like Wolfey now, I vainly fee 
‘The treach’ry of each flatt’ring aim. 


} Mrs. A. was in a declining fate of health when the left 
London, 


- Whate’er 
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Whate’er my lot, no more fet plans 
On me {hall urge their tempting force ; 
Chance fhall direét through life’s quick-fands ; 
“No human fkill can change her courfe. 


TO MR,—-,-. 


ON THE DEATH OF HIS8 WIFE 


CAN J, who love and am belov’d again, 
In this the happieft far of happy men, 
With eyes regardlefs thy affliction fee? 
Can I be happy,'and not pity thee ? 

Each other lofs by time is worn away, 
Or love, or fame, or fortune may repay : 
But when we lofe the fond, the faithful fair, 
Soft partner of our joys and of our care, } 
No fecond charmer can the lofs repair. 

Yet ceafe to mourn—two charmers ftill remain 
To chear declining life, and eafe your pain, 
In your lov’d daughters that refemblance lives, 
Which flill encreafing, ftill new pleafure gives. 
‘May choicett bleffings mark their chearful way, 
Eafy each life, and innocently gay ! 
May love and fortune fmile upon their youth, 
Their age be crown'd with conitancy and truth ! 


And 
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And when thy cares no farther may extend, 
But life exhaufted haftens to an end; 
Then may thy clofing eyes behold each man 
Who lives for them, when you no longer can ; 
" Safe in whofe arms each gains the happy fliore, 
When each indulgent parent is no more. 


ON QUITTING BOOKSELLING, 


LEAVE trade with but three hundred pounds 
: a-year, 

When houfe-rent, beef, and mutton are fo dear! 

Sure, cries a friend, your head’s not very clear, 


ANSWE Re 
Who deals in /ead, the laws become his friend, 
. And will from thieves his property defend; 
But if I purchafe learning, genius, wit, 
They are not tangible, and I am bit. 
Happy am I to ’fcape with three whole hundred, 
Or, by this time, of ba/f on’t I’d been plunder’d. 


ON diffrent tradefmen difrent fates attend, i 


Vou. Hi N LINES 
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LINES 


WRITTEN BY A GENTLEMAN IN RETIREMENT, 
ON HEARING TRAE HE HAD BEEN CHARGED 
WiTH MISANTHROPY. 


‘WHEN Ienter’d the world in the prime of my youth, 

With the ftrongeft attachment to virtue and truth ; 

Sincerely I hop’d shat attachment to find. 

In all my concerns and affairs with mankind. ~ 

With forrew I fpeak it, I very foon found, 

‘That wirtee was nought but an impotent found ; 

‘Foo plainly I faw, and too keenly I felt, 

‘That the sruth on the lips of my friends rarely dwelt. 

Yes—the men who piofefs'd the moft cordial efteem, 

And my praife ever made, without ceatigs their 
theme, = 

Deceived me with promifee, foffing and fair, 

And reduc’d me.t6 live upon little but air ; 

They made me with grief and with pity difcern, 

‘That to five in the world, we to fuffer muft learn, 

Defpairipg then friendfhip with mortals to meet, 

I fhelter’d my head in the fhades of retreat. 

By many I’m call'd an unfociable elf; 

A man whofe attention’s confin’d to himfelf ; 

But after the fhocks I’ve from friend/fbip endur’d, 

J'n almolt, indeed, of philanthropy cur’d. 

The moth roynd-the candle wiil play till it dies 5 

When a max has becn buynt, from a furnace he flies. 


THE 


toe} 
THE GENIUS OF BRITAIN, 


AN ODE 
IN ALLUSION TO THE PRESENT TIMES. 


WRITTEN IN 1775+ 


I. 
‘WHERE roams the genius of the Britih Ifle, 
’ The awful {pirit of the ancient times ? 
Sun-born, the child of fire, what diftant climes 
Lure thy lorn fteps from this thy native foil ? 
i. 
Ye oaks of everlatting growth, 
Ye black pines waving in’ the clouds, 
Yc mountains, red with heaven’s wrath 
‘Ye rocks, whofe heads the vapour fhrouds, 
Say, have yefeen him ?—By his tread 
"Well known of thundering found, 
His voice of whirlwind, and his head 
With blazing meteors crown’d, 


qi. 
Say, Etna, feeft thou from thy burning throne, 
Or o’er the land, or o’er the wide-fpread feas, 
. The path or fhadow of a fon free-born ; * 
“Or heareft thou around thy triple zone, 


3 


Or in the feorching beam, or fga-borne breeze, 
Savs groans of abject woe, or taunts of {welling 
feorn ? 


N2 Then 
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Then dwells he not with thee ;——his fullen ear, 
Not mufic floating on Sicilian gales, 

Hie eye, not beauty panting with defire, 
His heart, not Ceres’ mantle in the vales, 

His foul, not Bacchus rob’d with purple fire, 
One moment can detain to thraldom near, 
The fickly child of floth, and pale unmanly fear, _ 


Iv. . 
O mountain Appenine! ‘and diftant thou, - ~- 
The fairet and the talleft of the plain, 
That near’Olympian Pifa wreath’dft thy brow 
With faurels won beneath thy fair domain, : 
. Howe’er thou’rt call’d!—And thou of furer naitie;” 
That near the haunted ftream, 
Infpir’dft the poet’s dream ! 
And northern ye, that, like a chain, 
- Bind in Epirus golden plain !——_— 
Ceraunian mountains, thunder fearr’d ! 
And ye that like a rampart ftood, 
Linkt in holy brotherhood, , 
And faw the routed Perfian hoft, 
Their pride, their hope, their glory loft, 
When the fea-fcourging Xerxes dar’d, 
3n thought, but vainly dar’d to yoke the Grecian fame. . 


Vv. » Ss 
Alas, the'days that ye haveYeen ‘ 
Are now as if they ne’er had been! 
Groveling 
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Groveling Superftition creeps 
Thro’ your vales and o’er your fteeps, 
Like a ‘black and baleful mift 
Withering every manly power, 
Treafur'd in the.patriot breaft, 
Againtt the great decifive hour. 


Vi. 
O lands, rever’d of old, the gaze of all, 
How vatt your zenith’s height, how deep your fall! 
Here the mooned Prophet raves 
*Midt a dark’ned land of flaves 5 
7 There the {potted dragon flings 
Woes, defolations, deaths, from his terrific wings. 


VII. 
Turn we hencethe Mufe'difdains 
To feck her fon amidit ignoble chains. 
See, fhe wings her rapid flight 
‘To the Pyrenean height : 
She cafts her eyes, and views on either hand 
Two fifter queens, but of a various land ; 
Each head with fair and flowery garlands crown’d, 
But ah, their feet in galling fhackles bound! _ 
In tarnifht ftate fits one forlorn, 
" ‘With wither’d bays and trophies torn 3 * 
Buxom, blithe, and debonaire, 
Sings the other fpite of care’? 
N3 Genius, 
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- Genius, fcience, arts and arms, 
Wait upon her carelefs charms: 
A race fo bright, a land fo fair, 
" What pity Freedom dwells not there f 


Vor 


‘ Northward to the Alpine ridge 
Now fhe turns her lofty head ; 
Inftant the lights ; the mafly bridge 
Shakes beneath her founding tread. 


She afks of every hill and every dale, 
Tf he, the fon the feeks, inbabits there, 
No anfwer comes upon the lonely gale ; 
“* Alas, thy fon is vainly fought for here !” 


Ix, 


Onward the moves'j—when from Helvetia’s hill 
A mournful accent ftrikes her troubled car; 
Her daring archer fhe remembers fill, 
When lo! his cloud-clad Spirit g'ided near, 


x. 
MUS E 


Hatt thou feen my favourite fon, 
Once of thee fo lov’d and known ? 
He who whifper’d in thine eax, 

~ When the arrow, wing’d with fear, 


At 
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At a tyrant’s ftern command 
Fled from forth thy parent hand ¢ 
Once of thee fo lov’d and known, 
Haft thou feen my favourité fon ? 
XL. 
SPIRIT. 
In vain, alas, thy favourite fon _ 
Of me was Jov’d, of me was known f 
Long fince he ficd, and left this land 
A flave to every flave’s command ; 
Potty tyrants rule her now, 
And all in vain Idrew the bowe 
° XII. : 
MUS £ 
Northward perhaps he dwells ; the rigorous Northi 
Is ftill propitious to the patriet flame: - 
Perhaps thine eye defery’d him pafling forth, 
Perhaps thine ear retains his diftant fame. ~ 
Say, doth he wander o’er the hollow plains: 
Of Dalecarlia, were he wont to ftray, 
And hear amid the miner’s clanking chains 
Big groans burt forth for that aufpicious day, _ 
When he, the hero, patriot, fage, and king, 
Should raife the voice, and lift the fhining pear; 
‘That, like a comet leaping from his {phere, 
Pointed the path to liberty amain, 
And flath’d red vengeance on the cruel Danes __ 
Whereof remoteft lands and fateft times fhall ring: 
: Na- Xue 
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XIII. 
SPIRIT, 


Alas, no more he wanders ‘there, 
No founds congenial catch his ear a 
No more. the torch of Freedom lights 
Their weary days, their tedious nights ¢ 
All dreary, dark, and wid! |” 
O land, deferted and forlorn, 
Never, ah never hall return 
Thy fummer-fun ; thy leaf is fied, 
Virtue and Liberty are fled, 
The parent with the child! ~>- 


XIV. 
MUS E 


Say, doth he walk upon the face of earth, 
Or lies he buried in the gulphy wave ; : 
Or fome enchantrefs frowning on his birth 
Lull in her lap, or locks him in her cave ? 
‘Time was, one touch of this refounding lyre 
Rous’d him from line to line, from pole to pole ; 
Sublim’d him to the height of martial fire, 
Or foft entrane’d to peace his melting foul. 
Where fleeps he now ?—The Goddefs bow’d her 
; head, “ . 
No anfwer came=——the cloud-clad fp’rit was fled, 


- XV. She 


‘ N 
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o> EVe 
She turn’d her fteps ;—when from the Arétic fhore 
A voicé was heard acrofs th’ Atlantic roar: 
«¢ Fle lives ! he lives !” the enraptur’d Goddefs cries, 
Then infant {prings aloft and cleaves the thies 5 
Jo the huge Andes points her eager way $ 
Stately the lights. and thus begins her lay = 


: XVI. fe “a : 
Ye giant hills, ye firft-born of the earth, ‘ 
That with Titanian fronts affail the tkies! 
Ye mighty race, who faw great Nature’s birth, 
And all the pigmy mountains round you rife, 
Then when the waters fled ‘ 
+» ‘To their capacious bed, 
And left the round earth rob’d in green, 
. Spangled with lakes and hills between ! 
Ye with folemn fong I greet, 
And on your tall heads plant my feet, 
A ftranger erft ;—but now a voice divine 
‘Calls me to wait at Freedom's facred fhrine. 


XVII. 
Lo! acrofs the Darien land, 
- Bending to the dexter hand, 
Lies a crefcent-formed bay, 
‘Once withAuttering ftreamers gay + 
Commerce, the queen, her breaft unbound, . * 
Nourifh’d all her children round 3 
Ns. . Yet 
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Yet fill with filial duty warm, 
- " Own’d the fweet parental charm, - 
. That binds with ftrong but gentle reign, 
Beyond the tyrant’s iron chain, : 


XVIL 


Now other fights and other founds arife ; 
Black waves the flag upon the mournful fhores’ 
In dread confrontment the red banner flies, 
And hell’s own engines wait the time to roar. 


' XIX, 


Seeft thou not a form divine 

Of the ancient Genii line, 

Such as Rome and Athens own’d, 

When on Freedom’s bafe enthron’d ? 

*Tis he, long fought, through fears and toils, . 
The Genius of the Britifh Iles! 

Awful like a God he flands ; 

‘The thronging nations lift their hands, 

And, as they pour the ardent vow, 

Catch infpiration from his brow. 


XX. . : 
Softly, ah foftly wake the fleeping fire, - 
- Roufe not the angry lightning’s utmoft force ; 
A parent’s brea muft meet its deftin’d courfe, - 
A parent’s breaft mug bleed beneath its ire, 


« 


Be 


- oN 
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Be firm, but calmly firm3—=maintain the rights” - 
That Nature .gives, and free-born manhood! 
claims : og 
Purfue the radiant track where’ Virtue lights, 
And on her facred column grave your names. 


“But ah, if heedlefs duty aught hath err’d, 
If Freedom kindling in too fierce a blaze, 

That heaven-defcended fcroll hath aught,impair’d,- 
The thrice dear charities of human race age ‘ 


O Mercy ! foop thou from thy golden tkies,. 
Thy charmed veil among the nations caft,- 

Wave thy foft wand of pity o’er their eyes, 
‘And tears om either face blot out the pafts 


So fung the Mule ;: thechills the ftrainy prolong, 
And heaven-it ‘thunder-ratify’d:the fong. 


A RECEIPT TO MAKE A PEER 
OCCASIONED BY THE REPORT OF A PROMOTION. 


"TAKE a man who by nature’s a true fon of earth, 

By rapine enrich’d, tho’'a beggar by birth ; 

Of genius the lowett, ill-bred and obfcene, 

Of morals moft wicked, moft nafty-in-mien-3+ me 
N.6 i By 
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By none ever trufted, yet ever employ’d, 

In blunders moft fertile, of merit quite void ; 

A {cold in the fenate, abroad a buffoon, 

The feorn and the jet of ali courts but his owns 

A flave to tha: wealth which ne’er made hima friend, 

And proud of that cunning which ne’er gain’dan end 3 

A dupein each treaty, a Swi in each vote, 

Ta-manners and form a complete Hottentot : 

Such a one could you find, of all men I’d commend 

him, . 

But be fure let the curfe of each Briton attend him, 

Thus fitly Prepar’d, add the grace of a throne, 

The.folly of monarchs, and {creen of acrown,.....* 

Take Prince for this:purpofe without ears or eyes, 

And along parchment patent ftuft brimful of ties ; 

Thefe mingled together a Pia? fhall pafs, 

And a thing ftrut a Peer, that before was an afe. 
Probatum eft, 


KING STEPHEN AND HIs COURTIER, 
A MORAL TALE, FOUNDED on Fact. 
BY LUKE LACKRENT, LL. 3, 
WITH A PREFACE BY AIS UNCLE LANCELOT, 


PREFACE. . e 
THE family of the Lackrents have been verfifiers, 
if not poets, time immemorial, Indeed, were Ito 
: trace 


{ -2@ 7] 

_ trace out all the collateral: branches of it fom. its 
firtt founder Sir JethroLackrent, Temp. Rich",Secun. 
&¥ Henri Quart, who married-a bafe-born daughter 
of Geoffrey Chaucer’s, I could prove that Otway, 
Dryden, and many other poets of prime note, had 
feme of Sir Jethro’s blood in their veins; nay, 3 
could make out this relationthip full as clearly as fome 
perfons do, whe, by alike genenlogical procefs, prove 
themfelves to be coufins, no farther of thanin a 
fourteenth or fifteenth remove, of his prefent Majefty: 
but this would look oftentatious, and is not perhaps 
much to the purpofe ; my prefent bufinefs being to 
give the world my own opinion of my nephew’s com- 
pofition, The boy calls it foolithly a moral tale: I 
cannot conceive why; exceptithat, like the fathion- 
able Contes Moraux among the French, it has no mo- 
rality in it. But (though I don’t like he fhould ape 
the French) I would not quarrel with the title, were 
the tale itfelfa little more probable, As to his ana- 
chronifm at the beginning, the lad was himfelf aware 
of it, and has ingenioufly enough apologized for 
it, by introducing a-certain adept in antiquari-anility 
(if I may be permitted to coin a word) as pointing 
out the blunder, and receiving a proper rebutt from 
the author on the occafion, But it is the egregious 
flattery which-he puts in his Courtier’s mouth that 
I cannot away with: the trite privilege which poets 
claim, guidl:bet audendi, will not here ferve for Luke’s 

excufe 
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excufe in the leat, quod mibi ofendis Se incredulus odi, 
My nephew, I know, would here plead in his own de- 
fence, that no flattery can be too grofs to put into a 
courtier’s mouth: but here I deny the pofition of mo- 
dus in rebus, there are bounds of probability fixed even 
to a courtier’s flattery: : for inftance, I can eafily cone 
ceive that a courtier might fay, and perhaps think, 
that his royal mafter was the only patriot in his kingdom; 
but this is far,very fhort of that outrageous proftitution 
of truth which Luke’s courtier ventures upon ; and 
yet the impudent rogue declares his tale is founded 
on faét, But methinks I hear my reader fay, ** If 
‘* the merit of your nephew’s poetry depend on. fugh. 
** an improbable circumftance, why publith.it, why 
“ expofe him to the cenfure of the reviewers ? You 
** will have him torn to pieces by their critical teethy 
“* without redemption on his part,. and without pity 
** on theirs.” No, my good reader ! here you are 
miftaken : a fmall paper like this will be below their 
notice as public cenfors, The eagle difdains to pounce 
upon the wren or the chaffinch, In the confined at, 
mofphere through which my paper will circulate, he 
may imp his infant plumes with much fecurity. I 
know people will find fault with. the tale itfelf ; yet 
(if a fond uncle’s partiality does not much deceive 
me) I think they will like his manner of telling it 3 
they will, [ truf, agree with me, that the boy has 
already got fuch a knack of free and eafy rhyming, 


ott 
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the fite qua non of modern poetry, that in time he 
may come to fomething, and perhaps beat all your 
odes, your folemn blank verfes (blank often with a 
vengeance) your finging tragedies, your crying come- 
dies, out of the pit———I am aware, however, that, 
before Luke can achieve this, he mutt be a little 
better verfed in the vo wpewor than he isat prefent ; and 
where can he learn this better than in the college 
where he now refides ? He mut afterwards be further 
inftrused im gli Coflami ; and that he will alfo be, 
when, in going te Weftmintter-hall from the Inns of 
Court (to which T mean fhortly to fend him), he calls 
in at the exhibitions of painting by the way, and 
picks up law and vertd together in the fame morning. 
“Tn the mean time I beg the reader’s indulgence to 
my nephew’s firit eflay of the kind, diverting ‘myfelf, 
while Tam correéting the prefs for him, with thinking |. 
how pleafed the poor boy will be to read himfelf 
in print. 
THE TALE#+ 
AVAUNT ! ye vile difloyal throng, 
Who thinks a monarch may do wrong $ 
Vil prove, in every rebel’s fpite, 
Ev’n all he touches mutt do right. 
. , King 
+ King Stephen prefenteda watch to one of his courtiers 


ycleped Smelt, and condefcended to regulate it with bis oun 
oe 
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King Stephen eves a worthy peer, 
his breeches coft bim half a cro: 
In which a watch this King did wear, 
All in a fob of fuftian brown, ——. : 
“* Heav’ns !” cries Dean Mills, in fage amaze, 
** A watch, and worn in Stephen’s days ! 
“¢ This anecdote we do not read 
** In Baker, Holingthead, or Speed. 





“* Watches wlen firft invented —~feek ’em 
** In Brother Trufler’s Yade Mecum. 
** —See here—firf) brought to Englard—ey'n 
** So late as fifteen ninety-feven, 
“6 Now Stephen reign’d?— 

I care not when, 

Doétor, you interrupt my pen. 
* Tis rude to ftop a ftaunch old Tory 
Thus at the outfet of his ttory : 
If other folks me tripping catch 
About King Stephen and his watch, 


royal hands. Smelt be'ng in a promifcuous company [the 
meeting at Yok in 1779], enquiry was made after the hour of 
the day. Watches were drawn out, when the differences were 
marked, and confifted, as ufual, in the variation of fome minute Sy 


fiom one to ten or fifteen. The royal watch alone wes befure 





the feremott an hour and a half, and was cov 


ontlygreprobated 


asheretical, Smelt, however, infifted that his was right, and 


nuft be right, being regulated by infallible royalty, &e. &. 
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You prudently thould wink, I ween s 
You—a grave churchman ; nay, a Dean ! 


With watch in fob, as firft faid, 
King Stephen ftrutted o’er the mead, 
And met a Courtier flim, yet fleek, 
With foretop high, and finirking cheek, 
Suppie his loins, his hamftrings weak 5 
Who crouch’d, and ftretch’d his beak before, 
Like goofe approaching a barn door. 
« Hold up thy head,” King Stephen cry’d, 
*¢ And walk a while at our left fide. 
Sir Coutier! of our courtly train 
‘! We hold thee the moft gallant fwain; 
** Nor is there any {quire we know 
‘ ‘Who {peaks fo {mooth, or bows fo low ; 
*¢ Whether from nature or from art, 
« Yet fure we are thou top’ft thy part. 
© Here take this watch, we've fet it fo, 
* ‘To tell thee when to come and go, 
« To fetch and carry as we pleafe ;”— 
He bow’d, then took it on-his knees. 


Some fix months after (fcene the fame), 
With cap in hand our courtier came 
To mect King Stephen in his walk ; 
When,-as fit prelude to more talk, 
The King faid, ** Courtier, what’s o’clock 2”? 


Pe ee: See eee 
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Making a moft obfequious flide, 

Produc’d his watch with humble pride, 
And, in a fuft and filken tone, 

Cry’d, “ Sire! tis half an hour paft one.” 


“ Patt one! odds body,” faid the King, 
“ Look at the fun, ’tis no fuch thing ; 
“ He is not near his noon-tide height, 
‘* Befhrew me, ’tis not much pait eight.” 
“* My Liege,” replied the dainty creature, 
** Treft upon my regulator : 
‘* This beft of watches, bet of things,. 
‘* Giv’n by the very beft of Kings, 
‘Ts ever prefent to my views 
“¢ The fun may err, i mutt be true, 
‘ O ne’er thall my difloyal eyes 
‘ Truft yon vague time-piece of the fkiess 
‘*-That fun—I1 thank him for his light, 
* Tt fhews me this more fplendid fight, 
‘* This pledge of your refulgent favour : 
** Bue let not the vain thing endeavour, 
“* To thine the ruler of my time: 
** No, gracious Sire, both eve and prime, 
“* Your gift thall regulate my motions, 
“* My meals, fecretions, nay, devotions. 
** And may you, Sire! (which Heav’n forfénd) 
S* With one dread frown my being end, 
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« Jf eer my faith fo far fhould faulter, 
«© Ag dare the watch you fet to alter ! 
© Which, like its donor, day and night, 
«© Scill tick-tacks obftinately right 5 
«© Whofe every wheel difdains to run, 
«¢ Direéted by yon faétious fun, 
« And goes, my Sov’reign, I affure ye, 
© Ag well de fadlo as de jure.” 


King Stephen fmil’d, and gracious cry’d, 
‘ ‘Troth thou hatt taken the right fide; 
«© ‘The fun’s a Whig: as 1’m a finner, 
‘* 'Tis time to drefs and go to dinner.” 


THE PATRIOTS. 


IN feventeen hundred and forty-five, 
When black Rebe'lion was alive, 

And with a giant-ftride came forth 
From her bleak den the ftormy North ; 
Jack, who, by creditors unkind, 

Had Jong in prifon been confin’d, 

At window bars, half-ftarv’d, half-bare, 
Standing to breathe the wholefome air, 
Who fhould pafs by, in martial-geer, 
But fwaggering Tom, the grenadier. 


ae ae 
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£ Hollomnow Thomas, what’s the crack 3” 
“ Why, worfe than bad enough, friend Jack ; 
** They fay—(damn him)—the young Pretender 
** Bids fair to be our Faith’s Defender ; 
“* And rebels now are brim with hope 
** Yo bring in Charley and the Pope.” 
Quo’ Jack, with lengthen’d rueful face, 
** Good heav'n forbid !—if that’s the cafe, 
“© Our liberty’s for ever gone, 
** And poor Old England quite undone.” 
“ Our liberty!” cries Tom—« what’s worfe, 
** A thoufand times a greater curfe, 
“* If the Pretender mounts the throne, 
«* Damme—our dear teligion’s gone!” 


Thus Jack in jail exclaims and fears 
Freedom will be abolifh’d ; 

While fwaggering Tom, foldier-like, fwears 
The church will be demolifh’d, 
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AN ODE, 
IN IMETATEON OF CALLISTRATUSs 
BY SIR WILLIAM* JONES. 


SUNG BY MR. WEBB, AT THE SHAKESPEARE TA¢ 
VERN, ON TUESDAY THE I4TR DAY OF MAY, 
1782, AT THE ANNIVERSARY DINNER OF THE 
SOCIETY FOR CONSTITUTIONAL INFORMATION. 


VERDANT myrtle’s branchy pride 
Shali my biting falchion wreathe: 
Soon fhall grace each manly fide, 
Tubes that fpeak, and points that breathe. 


Thus, Harmodius, fhone thy blade ! 
Thus, Ariftogiton, thine! 

Whofe, when Britain fighs for aid, 
Whofe fhall now delay to thine? 


Dearctt youths, in iflands bleft, 
Not, like recreant idlers, dead ; 
You with fleet Pelides reft, 
And with godlike Diomed. 


Verdant myrtle’s branchy pride 
Shall my thirfty blade entwine : 
Such, Harmodias, deck’d thy fide! 
Such, Ariftogiton, thine! 
They 
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They the bafe Hipparchus flew, 
At the feaft for Pallas crown’d ; 
Gods! how fwift their poniards flew ! 
How the monfter ting’d the ground! 


Then, in Athens, all was peace, | 
Equal laws and liberty: 

Nurfe of arts, and eye of Greece! 
People valiant, firm, and free! 


Not lefs glorious was thy deed, 
Wentworth, fix’d in Virtue’s caufe : 

Nor lefs brilliant be thy meed, 
Lenox, friend to equal laws ! 


High in Freedom's temple rais’d, 
See Fitz-Maurice beaming ftand, 
For collected virtues prais’d, 
Wifdom’s voice, and Valour’s hand! 


Ne’cr fhall Pate their eyelids clofe ; 
They, in blooming regions bleft, 

With Harmodias fhall Tepofe, 
With Ariftogiton reft. 


Nobleft chiefs, a hero's crown 
Let the Athenian patriots claim: 
You lefs fierce'y won renown A = 
You affum’d a milder name. 
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They through blood for glory ftrove, 
You more blifsful tidings bring ; 
They to death a tyrant drove, 
You to fame refor'd a KING.. 


Rife, Britannia, dauntlefs rife ! 
Cheer’d with triple Harmony, 

Monarch good, and xobles wife, 
People valiant, firm, and FREE! 


AN ODE, 
IN IMITATION OF ALCEUEs 
BY SiR WILLAIM JONESs 


OB AiBes BN Eira, Bde 

Then tellover ai wbres tlolyy 
aan int wor ky Gow “ANAPED 
Airs coe écérer, 

"Pilate reign e mOncIs 


Axc, quoted by ArisTIDES. 


WHAT conftitutes.a fate ? 
Not high-rais’d battlements or labour’d mound, 
Thick wall or moated gate ; 
Not citics proud with {pires and turrets crown’d 5 
Not bays and broad-arm’d ports, 
Where, laughing at the ftorm, rich navies ride 5 
Noi ftarr’d and fpangled courts, 
Where low-brow’d bafenefs wafts perfume to pride: 
= Ne; 
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No;-—MEN, high minded MEN, 

With pow’rs as far above dull brutes endued 
In foreft, brake, orden, 

As beafts excel cold rocks and brambles rude 3 
Men, who their duties know, 

But know their rights, and, knowing, dare maintain, 
Prevent the long aim’d blow, 

And crufh the tyrant while they rend the chain: 
Thefe conftitute a State; 

And fov'reign LAW, that ftate’s colleSed will, 
O’er thrones and globes elate 

Sits Emprefs, crowning good, repreffing ill ; 
Smit by her facred frown, 

The fiend Diferetion like a vapour finks, 
And e’en the all-dazzling Crows 

Hides his faint rays, and at her bidding fhrinks, 
Such was this heav’n-lov'd ifle, 

Than Lefoos fairer and the Cretan fhore! 
No more hall Freedom fimile? 

Shall Britons languifh, and be MEN no more ? 
Since all mutt life refign, 

Thofe {weet rewards, which decorate the brave, 
*Tis folly to decline, * 

And fteal inglorious to the filent grave, 


ODE 
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Oo DE 


OCCASIONED BY 8IR WILLIAM [BROWNE'S LEGACY 
OF TWO GOLD MEDALS, TO BE DISPOSED 0: 
ANNUALLY, FOR THE ENCOURAGEMENT OF 
POBTRY IN THE UNIVERSITY OF CAMBRIDGE, 


Arma virumque! 
Arms and the Knight! 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


IN an age of fuch unbounded liberty as the pre+ 
Sent, when even the * Regius Profeffor of Divinity 
himfelf dares publicly advance a vindication of the 
abfurd principles of the Revolution, what are we not 
to expect ? 

Is there no chofen ¢ David in the Univerfity, 
who will boldly go forth, and bid defiance to this 
proud and gigantic Philiftine ? Mut the fublime 
dogtrine of paffive-obedience and non-refittance fa.l . 
into difrepute ? . 

I truft there are fome devout men in this pious 
feminary of found learning, and religious education, 
who would not blufh to profefs tenets which I once 
was weak enough to believe were inculcated only in 


* Scea fermon lately publifhed by De. Wetfon. 
f Catvdonis hastlong toate of 





achamrion. 


9 the 
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the loyal Univerfities of St, Andrew’s, Edinburgh, 
Glafgow, and Aberdeen, , 

My learned Tutor, in particular, for whom all « 
men profefs the fincereft veneration and efteem, has 
delivered fuch divine doatrines from the pulpit, as 
doubtlefs muft render him, in the eyes of all good 
men, truly worthy of the bight elevation, +3 

There is one expreffion in the difcourfe to which . 
T mean particularly to allude, ‘which furely deferves 
to be engraven in letters of gold, 


“EVEN A NERO WAS COMMANDED To BE OBEYED,” | 


To him likewife we are indebted for the fubject of 
the Odes for the prefent year; a fubje& than which 2. 
none can be imagined more excellent,” fince, as ~ 
Waller very juftly obferved, on an occafion at leat 


as remarkable as the prefent, «¢ poets always excel in 
fiction.” 
Eman, Coll, Sune torh, 1776, 


THE ope, 
I. 
Fa TR Granta! bid thy fons rehearfe 
Tn polifh’d ftrains, and eafy verfe, 
The praifes of the Knight 
Who bade thofe annual orbs to rife, 
Whote luftre gilds thy cloadleg fkies, 
"And blinds our dazzled fight. 
ack I, Thofe 
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Il. 


_ ‘Thofe golden rays with Phoebus’ fire 
Shall each poetic breaft infpire = 
Such pow’r each beam difplays, 
Thy {plenaid stile full many a bard 
* Shall equal, O fublime L--y--d! 
And thine, fublimer H---s ! 


TL. 


To thee fuch bleffings while we owe, 
Which none, Sir William, could beitow 
With wifdom lefs than thine ! 
Lives there'that mean, that abject man, 
Who would to thy exalted plan 
A felfith caufeaffign ? 


Iv. 


« 'Thofe orbs, on which with joy we gaze, © 
“¢ Thy vanity firit gave to biaze ;” 
‘Thus envious Malice crics : 
But all thy friends, too modeft Browne ! 
To whom thy meeknefs well was known, 
Such idle tales defpife. 


* See two late Poems upon Duelling, which oltained, and 
= * eae 
farely very defervedly, Mr. Seaton’s prizce 


Oz V. Nor 


Nor needs, immortal bard ! thy name 
Such fall addition to its fame ; 

In Truth’s unfullied Page, 
‘The fame thy works have gain’d, fhall lat 
Long as the genuine Attic tafte 

Which marks this happy age ! 


Vi 


No ! thou didit only mean to prove 
Of ev’ry Mute thy ardent love, 
And gild the path to fame ; 
-—~And let not Granta’s fons defpair ! BS aoe a 
Some favour’d bard thy praife may fhare, ; 
- And emulate thy name ! 


VIL, 


While we thy care, Sir William, boat, 

We know not which t? admire the moft, 
Thy wifdom, or thy tafte!* 

They bid the book-worm poet {peak 

* Horatian Latin, Sapphic Greek, 
Nor wit in Englifh wafte, 


VII. They 


* Te was fipulated in Sir William Browne's will, “that the 


ades wd.ten for his medals flouid be, on: in Grex, in imitae 
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VII. 


‘They bid (well-knowing Granta’s throne 
Js ever fill’d by thofe alone - 
Whom genius deigns to blefs) 
The fage Vice-chancellor decide 
Who fhall enjoy the wifh’d for pride 
Thy honours to poffets. 


| Ix. 


Sure Phoebus’ felf the fav’rite plart 
Thy happy genius firft began 
His conftant care has made: ‘ 
A miracle for thee has frown, 
And once in M-gd-l-n has been known 
To give unlook’d-for aid ! 


X. 


‘Thy plains, Newmarket ! never taught 
* Young W-ll-p fo divine a thought 
That good Sir William’s praife 


tion of Sappho; the other in Latin, after the nianner of How 
race. 

The fubjeé given out laft year was, “ Laus Golielmi Browne ;” 
that for the prefent,  Bellum Americanum.” 

The Vice-chance!lor names the fubject, and-confers the prizes. 

* The Honourable and Reverend Mr, W-ll-p, Maiter o¢ 
M-gi-i-n college, was V-=-ch--cell-r lait year. 

03 Should: 
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+ Should by his Horace be beftow’d ; 
Or by chafte Sappho’s tender ode, 
' And foft, love-bieathing lays. 


XI 


Who could a nobler fubje&t chufe 
To animate a claffic Mufe? - 

} Ferm-e! that tafk is thine! 
Unwilling we're comipell’d to own ‘ 
Thy praife itfelf, Sir William Browne! 

» A fubje& lefs divine, 


bd ae Tey 


Yes, by thy Shakefpeare’s genius firrd, 

Or by the felf-fame Mufe infpir?d; : 
That made him all her care, 

Thou bid’it us fing great G--ge’s hoft, 

And, Bofton ! yelling on thy coaft, 
The deep-mouth’d dogs of war, 


+ Sir William was remarkably fond of this author, whofe 
works he always carried in his pocket, and even ordered by 
“his will that they should be buried with him in his coffin, © 

which order was punétually obeyed. 
t Dr. Ferm-er, mefter, and at the fame time eutor, of 
Em-n--} coll:ge, beara the office of Ve~-che-cell-r this year. 


t 299 J : 
my ” XU. 
Sure, Sappho, thy melodious thell 
On fuch a theme will love to dwell 
* in P-re-y’s youthful train 
Some gentle Phaon’s am’rous aid 
Shall bid each beautcous Yaukee maid 
Difplay her charms in vain. 
XIV. 
‘Nor thalt' thou Horace! e’er complain 5 
Vidtries, like thofe of--*--~’s reigns — 
Auguftus. zever knew. 
Fair Concord’s deflated vale, 
And Bunker's Hill, fhall tell a tale 
Some may forever rue! 
XV. 
And thou, illuftrious H—e ! hall fhine 
In each immortal claffic line, 
And brighten ev’ry page ! 
Great Xenophon ! thou dar’{t retreat 
On board the gallant Britith fleet , ’ 
To follow noble G—ge! A ; 

Why in vain? The author muft furely mean, that Sape 
pho, with fo many kind Phaons to confole her, would have no 
occafion to indulge the peculiar paffion to which fhe is faid to 
have heen unhappily addif&ed: he cannot certainly hint, that 
the fair Americans would in vain difplay their charms to fo 
many Englith Bhaons ; efpeciaily, as we may fairly conclude 
they woutd naturally be proud to imitate that gallantry for 


which their noble leader, Perey, has ever been fo remarkable, 


04 XVI. Oh! 
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XVI 


Oh! hy thy bright example fir’d, 
Should C-rl--n with to be admir’d, 
“And give his foes a check ; 
Soon fhall we fee his holder train 
Launch on the bofom of the main, 
Efcapem————and burn Quebec? 


XVII. 


What yet remains ? a pious pray’r 
That Neptune's all-propitious care 
Some gentle gales may fend, 
Such as of late our tranfports knew ¢ 
* Sure fofter zephyrs never blew 
’T'wixt London and Gravefend ; 


XVIU. 


Then to the bard who dares to chufe 
A theme fo great, the fmiling Mufe 
Shall give the golden fee ; 
} And, F-rm-r! fince thy plaftic hand 
Alone the noble outline plann’d, 
A bifhopric to thee ! 


* If there is any obfcurity in this paflage, Sir P-t-r P-arkey 
Ss humbly requefted to favour the public with an. explanation, 

+ There is no doubt, from the well-Known*humility of the 
worthy door, that he would be happy in having an opportu= 
ely put into his power of sefufing an offer of this nature. 


THE 
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THE PRESENT AGE, 


No more, my friend, of vain applaufe,.- 
Nor complimental rhymes : . 
~ Gome, Mufe,-let’s call another caufe,: 
And fing about the Times. 


For, of all ages ever known,- 
‘The prefent is the oddeft 5 

As-all the men are honeft grown, 
And all the women, modett. 


No lawyers now are fond of fecs,- 
Nor clergy of their dues: 
Few people at the play one fees,- 
At church, what crowded pews! 


No courtiers now their friends deceive 
With promifes of favour ;./ 

For what they make ’em once believe,- 
‘They faithfully. endewvoutr, - 


Our nobles !—Heav’n defend us allt 
Tt nothing fay about vents 

For they are great, and I’m but fmall ; 
So, Mule, jog on without em, 


O5 Our’ 


F 302 -J 
‘Our gentry! what a virtuous race? 
Defpifing earthly. treafures ; 
Fond of true honour's glorious chace, 
And quite averfe torpleafures, 


The tadies drefs fo plain, indeed; 
You'd think ’em Quakers all: 

Witnefs the wool-packs on their head, 
So comely! and fo fall! 


What tradefinan now forfakes his fhop 
For politics, or news? 

Or takes his dealér at ahep, 
Through interefted views ? 


No foaking fot his fpoufe negletts, 
For mugs of mantling nappy ; 

Nor madly fquanders his effeéts, 
To make himfelf guite happy. 


Our frugal tafte the ftate fecures, 
- Whence, then, can woe begin ? 
© For lux’ry’s all turn’d out of doors, 
Fragality took in, 


Hence all the plenty of the times! 
Hence all provifions cheap! : . 
Hence dearth of foilies and of crimes ! , 
Hence all complaints afleep ! 


Vile 
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Vile cuckold-making is forgot 5 
No ladies now in’ heeping ! 
No debtors in our prifons rot! 
No creditors a-weeping !- - 


(So frequent once) the French difeafe 

Is grown near out of knowledge ; 

And dottors take but mod’rate fees 
In country, town, oF college. 


No pleafure-chaifes fill the ftreets, 
Or crowd the roads on Sunday 5 
$o-horfes, lab’ring through the week, 

Obtain a refpite one day. 


See! gamefters, jugglers, fwearers, lyars, 
Defpie’d, and out of fathion 5 

And modern youth, grown felf-deniers, 
Fly all unlawful paffion. 


Happy the nation thus endow’d! 
So void of want and crimes : 

All zealous for their neighbour's good 5 
Oh, the‘e are glorious times ! 


Your chara@er! (with word’ring flare, 
Says om) is mighty high, fir! 

But pray forgive me, if I fear, 
think ’tis all a LYE, fir! 


O6 . Ha! 
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Hat thiuk you fo, my honeft clown ? 
Then take another light on’t ; 
Juft turn the picture xpfde-down, 
I fear you'll fee the Tight on’t. ‘ 
oO. W. 
ON THE DEATH OF YORICK, THE REVEREND MRe 
STERNE, AUTHOR OF TRISTRAM SHANDY, &c. 
Wiru wit and genuine humour to difpel, 
From the defponding bofom, gloomy caré, 
And bid the gufhing tear, at the fad tale 
Of haplefs love or filial grief, to dow 
From the full fympathifing heart, were thine 
Thefe pow’rs, O Sterne! But now thy fate demand 
(No plumage nodding o’er the emblazon’d hearfe, 
Proclaiming honours, where no virtue fhone) . - 
But the fad tribute of the heart-felt figh. 
‘What, tho’ no taper catt its deadly ray, * 
Or the full choir fing requiems o’er the tomb, 
‘The humbler grief of friendfhip is not mute ; 
And poor Maria, with ber faithful kid, 
Her auburn treffes carelefsly entwin’d’ 
With olive foliage, at the clofe of day 
Shall chaunt her plaintive vefpers at thy grave, 
Thy thade too, gentle monk, ’mid awful night, 
Shall pour libstions from its friendly eye ; 
For erit his fweet benevolence beflow’d 
Its generous pity, and bedew’d with tears 
The-fod, which refted on the aged breaft. 


“To 


{ ses 


TO THE AUTHOR OF THE FOLLOWING Links oO 
THE DEATH OF YORICK. ,. 
co 
‘Wit, humour, genius, thou had’ft, all agree 5: 
One grain of wifdom had been worth all three, 


So !—this is avjidom—to infult the dead ; 
Heap fancied crimes upon a mortal’s head ! 
Well—be it fo—fuch wifdom, and fuch art, 
Shall never—never fall approach my heart. 
‘Whatever Yorick’s lot, in whate’er flate, 
Yd gladly ‘ifk it in the hour of fate, 
Sooner than join with thee !—I would fay rather, 
Unto Corruption—Thou fhalt be my father. 
“ake * Be thige,.the avenging angel’s lot, decreed 
« To point each fault, and aggravate each deed. 
© Angel of mercy! thy fweet tafk be mine, 
* To blot them, ere they reach the throne divine !” 
Yorick, farewel! peace dwell around thy ftone + 
Accept this tribute from a friend unknown, 
In human breafts while pity has a claim, 
Le Fevre’s ftory fhall enhance thy fame ; 
‘Voby’s benevolence each heart expand, 
And faithful Trim confefs the mafter’s hand, 
** +One generous tear unto the monk you gave: 
“ Olf let me weed this settle from thy grave!” 


+ 


* Vide Triftcam Shandy. + Sce Sentimental Journey. 


on 
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©N THE DEATH OF HER SACRED MAJESTY 
QUEEN CAROLINE. 


Ton Osos wrnv. 18 xeerbecresy paovoy, 
EVRIP, 


BY MISS CARTER, 


(Nor iN HER Poems.] 


‘Wun heav’n’s decrees a prince’s fate ordain, 
A kneeling people fupplicate in vain. : 
Too well our tears this mournfal truth exprefs, 
And in a Queen’s a parent’s lofs confefs ; 

A lofs the gen’ral grief can beft réhearfe, ° 

A theme fuperior to the power of verfe, 

Tho’ juft our grief, be ev’ry murmur till, 

Nor dare pronounce his difpenfations ill ; 

In whofe wife councils, and difpofing hand, 
The fates of monarchies and monarchs ftand 
‘Who only knows the ftate for eithpr fit, 

And bids the erring fenfe of man fubmit: 


Ye grateful Britons, to her mem’ry jutt, 
With pious tears imbalm her facred duft. 
Confefs her grac’d with all that’s good and great, 
A public blefling to a favour’d ftate ; 
Patron of freedom and her country’s laws, 


Sure friend to virtue’s and religion’s caufe ; 
Religions 
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Religion’s caufe ! whofe charms fuperior fhone 
To ev'ry gay temptation of acrown! 
Whofe awful dictates all her foul poffefs’d, 
Her one great aim to make a people blefs’d. 


Ye drooping Mufes, mourn her hafty doom, 
And fpread your deathlefs honours round her tomb! 
Her name to long fucceeding ages raife, 

Who both infpir’d and patroniz’d your lays. 
Each gen’rous art, fit penfive o’er her urn, 
And ev'ry grace, and ev'ry virtue, mourn ! 
Attending angels, bear your facred prize 
Amidtt the radiant glories of the fkies, 
Where godlike princes, who below purfu’d, 
"That noblett etd of rule—the public good, 
Now fit fecure, their gen’rous labour patt, 
With all the jult rewards of virtue grac’d. 
Jn that bright train diftinguith’d let her move, 
Who built her empire on a people’s love! 


THE EASY CHAIR. 


CoME, thou indulgent friend to foft repofe, 
Whether with crimfon, green, or yellow lin’d 5 
Come with thy downy lap, and {et’s embrace, 
While thus fupine I fink into thy arms. 


When man can’t faunter thro’ the filent grove, 
Or 
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Or under thade to tufted trees, alone 

Indulge in folitude his weary heurs ; 

When chilling damps, or winter’s nipping frott,. 
Denies accefs to filent hawthorn bow’rs : 

Oh grant him, heav’n ! grant him your next beft gift,. 
The foft, reclining, gentle, Eafy Chair :- 

‘There, if by gambol, or in jocund dance, 

Or if Fy thating o’er the frozen ftream 

(Health. breeding exercife) he chance to tire,. 
There britk Adtivity-gives up her fway 

And yields dominion to all-powerful Eafe. 

Hail, fmiling Eafe! philofophy’s great pride,, 
Mother of Meditaticn, and the nurfe 

Of all the tribes in fportive Fancy’s train, 
Without thy care great Newton ne’er had found 
The laws of nature, or difcover’d worlds, 

Hail, cheerful ruler of the mental pow’rs ! 

Here now accept a vot’ry at thy flirinc, 


And cheer with fmiles a wearied fon.of Care! 
C.B, 


RETIREMENT 
AN ODE, 
BY JAMES BEATTIE, A.M. 
SHOOK from the purple wings of ewa 
When dews impearl the grove, 
And from the darkening verge of heay’n- 
Beams the fweet far of love; 
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Laid on a daify fprinkled green, 
Befide a plaintive ftream, 

A meck-ey’d youth of ferious mien 
Indulg’d this folemn theme.” 


Ye cliffs, in hoary grandeur pil’d 
High o’er the glimmering dale! 

Ye groves, along whofe windings wild 
Soft fighs the faddening gale ; 

Where oft lone Melancholy ftrays, 
By wilder’d Fancy fvay’d, 

‘What time the wan moon’s yellow rays 
Gleam through the chequer’d fhade! 


To you, ye waftes, whofe artlefs charms, 
Ne’er drew Ambition’s eye, 

Scap’d a tumultuous world’s alarms, 
‘Fo your retreats I fly ; 

Decp in your moft fequefter’d bower 
Let me my woes refign, 

Where Solitude, mild modeft power, 
Leans on her ivy’d fhrine, 


Tow fhall I woo thee, matchlefs fair? 
Thy heavenly {mile how win! 
Thy fmile, that {mooths the brow of care,, 
And ffills each ftorm within! 


O wilt 
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O wilt thou to thy favourite grove 
Thine ardent vot’ry bring, 
And blefs his hours, and bid them move 
Selene on filent wing? 


Oft let Remembrance foothe his mind 
With dreams of former days, 
When foft on Leiftire’s lap rectia’d 
He carol’d {prightly t: 
* Bleft days! when Fancy {mild at Cz re, 
When Pleafure toy'd with J ruih, 
Nor Envy with malignant glare 
Had harm’d his fimple youth, 





°Twas then, O Solitude! to thee 
His carly vows were paid, 
From heart fincere, and warm, and free, 
Devoted to the fhade, 
Ah! why did Fate his fteps decoy, 
Ta ftormy paths to roam, 
Remote from all congenial joy !—~ 
O take thy wanderer home. 


Henceforth thy awful haunts be mine! 
The long-abandon’d hill; 

The hollow cliff, whofe waving pine 
O’er hangs the darkfome rill; 


Wheace 
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Whence the fear’d owl on pinions grey 
. Breaks from the ruftling boughs, 
And down the lone vale fails away 
Vo fhades of deep repofe. 


© while to thee the woodland pours 
Its wildly warbling fong, 

And fragrant from the wate of flowers 
The zephyr breethes along 5 

Let no ende found invade from far, 
No vagrant foot be nigh, 

No ray from Grandew’s gilded car 
Flafh on the ftartled eye. 


Yet if fome pilgrim ’mid the glade 
Thy hallow’d bowers explore, 

© guard from harm his hoary head, 
And liften to his lore ! 

For he of joys divine fhall tell, 
That wean from earthly woe, 

And triumph o’er the mighty fpell 
That chains this heart below. 


For mc no more the path invites 
Ambition loves to tread ; 

No more [ climb thofe toilfome heights, 
By guileful Hope mifled 


Leaps 
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Leaps my fond fluttering heart no more 
To Mirth’s enlivening ftrain ; 

For prefent pleafure foon is o'er, 
Aind all the paft is vain, 


AN EPITAPH 


BY mR, PULTENEY, AFTERWARDS EARL OF BATH, 
AND INSCRIBED ON A STONE THar COVERS: 
HIS FATHER, MOTHER, AND BROTHER. 


YE facred fpirits! while your friends diftrefs'd 
Weep o'er your afhes, and lament the blefa’d ry 

O let the penfive Mufe infcribe that ftone, 

And with the gen’ral forrows mix her own: 

The penfive Mufe !—who from this mournful hour 
Shall raife her voice, and wake the ftring no more! 
Of love, of duty, this lait pledge receive :. 

*Tis all a brother, all a fon can give. 


A RECEIPT HOW To MAKE EAU DE VIE. 
BY THE LATE MR. CHARLES KINGs 


WRITTEN AT THE DESIRE OF A LADY, 


Grown oldyand grown ftupid, you juft think mefit, 
To tranfcribe from my grandmother’s book a receipt 5 
And 
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And a comfort it is to a wight in diftrefs, 
He’s of fome little ufe—but he can’t be of lefs. 
Were greater his talents—you might ever command 
His head—(“ that’s worth nought”)—then his 

heart and his hand. 
So your mandate obeying, he fends you, d’ye fee, 
The genuine receipt to make L’eau de la Vie. 


Take feven large lemons, and pare them as thin 

As a wafer, or, what is yet thinner—your fkin ; 

A quart of French brandy, or rum is ftill better; 
(For you ne’er in receipts fhould ftick clofe to the 

letter :) 

Six ounces of fugar next take, and pray mind 

The fugar mutt be the beft double refin’d; 
“Boil the fugar in near half a pint of {pring-water, 
In the neat filver faucepan you bought for your 

daughter ; 

But be fure that the fyrup you carefully fkim, 

While the fcum, as ’tis call’d, rifes up to the brim: 
The fourth part of a pint you next muft allow 

Of new milk made as warm as it comes from the cow, 
Put the rinds of the lemons, the milk, and the fyrup, 
With the rum, in a jar, and give ’em a ftir up: 

And if you approve it, you may add fome perfume ; 
Goa-ftone, or whatever you like in its room. 

Let it ftand thus three days, but remember to thake its 
And the clofer you ftop it, the richer you make it. 

Then 
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Then filter’d through paper, ’twill fparkle and rife, 
Be as foft as your lips, and as bright as your eyes, 
Laft, bottle it up; and, believe me, the Vicar 
Of E himfelf ne’er drank better liquor 3 
In a'word, it excels, by a million of odds, 
The nectar your fifter prefents to the Gods, 





EPITAPH 


FOR AN INFANT, WHCSE SUPPOSED PARENTS WERE 
VAGRANTS, 


BY THE REV. MQ. 0. OF NORTHAMPTONSHIRYy 


WHEN no one gave the cordial draught, 
No healing art was found, 

My God the fov’reign balfam brought, 
And death reliev’d the wound, 


What, though no mournful kindred ftand 
Around the folemn bier, 

No parents wring the trembling hand, 
Or drop the tender tear, 


No coftly oak, adorn’d with art, 
My infant limbs inclofe ; 
No friends a winding-fheet impart, 


Fo deck my laft repofe, 
Yet, 
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” Yet, hear, ye great ones! hear ye this, 
Hear this, ye mighty proud! 
A fpotlefs life my coffin is 


And innocence my fhroud. : 
* 3 


fy name unknown, obfcure my birth; 

No fun’ral rites are giv’n ; e 

* But though deny’d God’s courts. on earth, 
I tread his courts ‘n heav’n, 


THE END OF THE THIRD VOLUME, 


Netional Librory 
Culowtta-27, 


